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25961 A 



Creorg^e the Fourth 



AND ne 



B^tt 



When his Majesty was in Ireland, our countryman, the Poet, 
Patrick O'Kelly, Esq. of the county Galway, waited on him 
at the Phcenix Park. His majesty, when Prince of Wales, having 
subscribed his name for 50 copies, the Poet took that opportunity 
to deliver his work; he was announced to the KING by Sir 
BlNJAMiN Bloomfibld, who ordered the Baronet to hand the 
Poet £50, which Sir Benjamin accordingly did. Mr. 0*Kelly, 
declined accepting it, declaring that he would rather see his Ma- 
jesty, than receive the money, and requested Sir Benjamin to 
say so, which was complied with ; the KING ordered him to be 
introduced— -when admitted to the Royal presence, his Majesty 
received him most graciously, hoped he was well, and then ob- 
served, '* that Mr, 0*Kelly was lame, as well as Lord Byron." 
And " Sir Walter Scott too" said Mr. O'Kblly, " and why 
should not the Irish Bard be similarly honoured for— 

If God one member has oppressed. 
He '8 made more perfect all the rest.'' 

The Marquis of Conyngham, who was present, requested 

Mr. O'Kblly to express himself extempore on Lord Byron, 

Sir W. Scott and himself, to which the Poet readily replied 

in the following impromptu: — 

Three Poets for three sister kingdoms bom. 
One for the Rose, another for the Thorn, 
One for the Shamrock, vhich will ne'er decay, 
While Rose and Thorn must yearly fade away. 

At which the KING and his Court laughed hearilty. — 
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TO THE MOST NOBLE 



AND WARLIKE 



MARQUIS OF 



THE FOLLOWING POEMS 



9rt tieoicatelf 

WITH HIS lordship's PERMISSION, 



BY HIS OBLIGED 



AND FAITHFtL 



SERVANT, 



THE AUTHOR. 



^ " O dulce decus /" thou art miney 
cJ\;^ What can I more or less say : 

^ *' Praatdium/" pillar of the Nine, 
ri lUostrioas chief! Anglesea !! 




TO PATRICK O'KKLLY, ESQ. 

On readiog his Hlppocrene. 



-Take bim for all in all, 



We shall not look upon his like again. 

SHAKSFEARfi. 



I. 

The hae that shines on the botterfly'a wing, 
When he revels among the flowers, — 

Colours as bright as the sky of the Spring* 

Whose beanty and pomp know not with'riog, 
Songs most fervid powers 

All in brightness and brilliancy drest. 

Are here in 0*KEL|iY*s book exprest. 

II 

His Volume is wrought of radiant things. 
Not known from the shapes of earth, — 

Vivid and glowing imaginings, 

The Lava flood of thought which springs 
From a fount of heav'nly birth — 

Like the rainbow tints of the varying year^ 

In this mysterious work appear ! 

III. 

The breathings of harmony that rose 

On Moore's fam'd Indian Sea ! — 
His Music-sighs at evening's close. 
Were not so silvery sweet, as those, 

O'Kellt ! breath'd by thee ! 
What are his Bendemeer roses and pearls 
Compared with thy scourging of Lordlings snd Earls ! 

Trinity College, Philo-MOUSIOS. 



TESTIMONY TO MR. OKELLY'S- 

Being the original.-wrUer of his Poem upon- 



Having had the pleasure of being introduced to* 
Mr. O'Kellt, during his northern toiir, he shewed 
me^ par hazard, a Poem on Killardey, claimed by one 
Michael McCarthy, Teacher Kfnsale ; and by him 
dedicated to the Rt. Hon. the late Lord Kinsale; but 
wbich^ except a few lines in the beginnings fadd God 
knows where they came from,) are to be found, line 
for Iine» add word for word,, in Mr. O^Kelly's delight- 
ful POEM. The fellow in his dedication, talks with 
the litmost drollery, of his first .bec6miug im Author, 
and of his " unmUihgness to expose himself to his Lardsh^'s 
derision and contempt,** after having transcribed 840 lines 
for his own use,, oat of another person's poem ! ! s/i^h 
unblushing, such glaring effrontery is surely unparalelled. 
O'Kelly would not condescend to notice him, yet the 
fellow deserves a citatigation. The following lines 
may induce some abler hand to inflict that punish- 
ment which he so justly deserves, who conld not 
only steda Poem and circulate it in his own Country, 
but (as I am informed,) go to England and dispose 
of the Copy-right of it there!! Mr. O'KMiy rode 20 
miles to see the Gentleman, but th6 craven plagHtrist 
would not make his appearance ! Mr. O'Kelly's 
Killarney was published in 1791,— McCarthy's rob- 
bery in 1816. 

I am Sir, yon r*s respectfully; 

HUGH HARKIN. 
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THE PLAGIARIST, 

OR THE DAW DEPLUMED. 



" Hoi tga vtriietibt/td, ImBlalttr \Mereoi." 



Hail Mickey Carty ! ! — Princt of Piratet bail ! 

Hail pedant, poetaster of Kinsale, 

Hail poacher, pedag^ogue! and oncie iQoreluuJf , 

Prime, pectrless, pl^giar,i8t o^ poor kinsale!!. 

Proad, perking Df^w, tb^ peacock's painted tail;. , , 

Lent plumes (o dejel;; tbe.chalt'rer of Kinsalel!!' '. ^ 

Poor, purblipd, putid, p^endo poet, tell. 

Do GiantA' ^arba sijit pu^y pigmies well ?-^ ^ 

But oeaae this bitter & '■■' na"^., ' '„ 

Nor treat tile reptile 1 SLbose!, , ,,\j ,', 

Tet in triie light the n gtaod' display 'di 

This waofesale dealer : •- trade! 

Wbp oonldi a°'I aot,4 ^nsoiepce foel, , 

Eight .huudrei} yerse^ from ^oother steal !— . ^ 

J]nbappy^,wigbt,!-Twh,a,tienipte4 tbe6 iostroV,^ \'. 

^o far l^^ou'd . the ,hion>iU, 0^ 

yf;haitT^(ll)luqipn nrg«|d,tlB«wi_t(( 

Popf, wofthipss.jpaw!— (he {pTf'l 

T)io!ieW4.%uti^M^atitWd > 

'l^hat f^te h^d^atoh^d ^Ini-to bii 
Th^t, yoij^iike heated 'y9mpW,fe!l i*Dd d^^ . _, 
Alight g;o,rge the marrow pT thfi mighty deaaT '^" 
.Qh ! not for al} t,bat wealth or fame bestowa,^ 
Would I have fel,t tbe.bitjer^ burning throes, ^ ",\ 
Which CDnscieus shame,. detected meanneBB bri^^iL, 
To fools who claim what tuneful Poets 8ip^> . 
Oh ! what a state of mipd thy face betray'd, 
Wbea Joblt'fl.P^'Kelly, call'd upon hisihadeH 
The following fable represents the case, 
Then, apneas we'll give the linea a place. — 
" An Ass, thednllest of the long eared race, 
(The lion absent at the glotious chase :) 
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As^am'd the kingly dignity aud bray'd, 
His dulcet mandates wondering beasts obey'd. — 
But soon returning from the sylvan plains, 
The lordly beast his ancient right regalnfs ; ' ' *' 

His hairy subjects hiss the a!ss aWa^, ' t ' > . 
And wonder how they yielded to 'his fewli J'." '■'■ 
Thus ever hooted, hated knd foVgdt'-J' " -^" * ' ' - 
Be thieves, and prince of thfeVes, M'Carty'«i lot f 
Behold, where soarhagf 'frf the €FjrH6'6' height, ' 
The greedy vulture whd^is^bis'sleartbjr flight,' ^ 
With bold, rapacious '^iVia^ b^ar^ a^tfy, ^ -^ 

The royal oflfspring as hfiif laWleW jirely ; ' ■''■ ' 
Fondles the brood, — adoptib the'kfnfgl]^ ikiiei - 
Nor dreams of punishment/ olbf dreads disgraf^!'' 
Yetfir'd by inrftiricit; ekglett find no Ws^^^ /'? ^ ' ^ 
Within the confcnys of k Vtrltti'+e'b' nesi : '= '*' ■ 

But with the lofty ^wfog of tHi^rsffe,' ' * 

They spurn the sord^i siV^ With 'ribliW ire ; ' ' 
They soar aloft, likci/bllV^risi of ^r'oe fkme. 
And claim the royaK ne^t from wheacci they calmi^. ' 
Too proud to stay, top sfMn'g^ to Ibeafdontrol, ■'' 
All strength ipllniii,';itt^tifet^^ in soul. ' 
Thus pounced Wthftd^ bii O'Kettfs sfttiibs, 
Thus fed the blockh^ait oH IBIb Port's braiii^ ; 
Thus for a time ImpostiiiTes 'pWd fot tsM^l '^ ^ ' 
And gain'd th^ wo^ldibe<Wd a spleiidid daittel * ' 
But soon thid mist 6t efrbtp 'blears awiay, ^ ' 

And truth's brigM-sud i^ibiitaatW the dny': 
M ' Carthy 's borf oW'd ' p\fM^ M spre^^l' In vain , - - 
Andwrong'd O'Kelij^i^ayidUifesbis'r^f^!— i- 
King of thoTHV^'tij Vrhb»i^ildWDra|JtO¥?d^ 
Swelilond aadMgfald'Si^et^KiMtric^^ ]^er!,? 7 

C^kraine, \zih ^f^i^^ i^r ''''" ^ ^''- ^*^^» * ^^' 



I ^ • . ' ' '. ■ * ' ** ■ • . 
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TO P. O'KELLY, Es^. 

Hail Bard ! of the '' Emerald Isle/' 

All-hail to the son of the muses ! 
May pleasure or poetry's smile, 

Ne'er brighten his day that refuses 
To add a fresh spring to the wreath, 

That gracefully circles thy brow, 
Where taste swears for ever to breathe, 

And talent approves of the vow. 
I*ve dwelt with delight on the lays, 

Which paint to the fanciful eye, 
In colours so striking the rays 

That gild, sweet Killarney !— thy sky. 
With thee, have L ranged through the grove, 

And climbed lofty Mamgerton's steep ; 
Have mixed with the rowers and strove 

For fame on the breast of the deep ! 
With breathless attention I followed. 

The high*panting stag thro' the brake. 
And my heart sunk, as wild echo hallowed 

His last hope-*-his plunjg;e in the lake ! 
1 swam with the fear stricken beast, — 

Saw the heavy tear roll from bis eye. 
Felt the throb of despair swell my breast. 

As he mournfully heaved the deep sigh! 
O'er thy Causeway delighted I stray. 

Fresh beauties burst forth on my view. 
Each scene brightens up in thy lays 

And I count all its^ wonders anew ! 
Yet, 1 sigh, with regret, when I think, 

That the Muse which could wing such a flighty 
Should so shortly be tempted to sink 

From her envied — her eminent height ! 
Adieu!— (yet I hardly forgive. 
For a niggard to us thou hast been,) 
The Muse bids O'Kelly to live 

In the Causeway's astonishing scene! 
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Battba' lines from a masterly band, 

In every bold feati^re we find, 
Tou might yet make tbe canvass expand, 

By the magical force of thy mind. 

Coleraine, l2tA June, 1826. 

. HUCSH HARKIN. 

Hail pride of Alga I ,Bard. of ERIN, bail l .. 
Fame-faring Poet— scourge of Doneraiie ! 
Hail tirop^ t^e Moses- blgbly-fatored son/ y 
The Poet, Scholar, Patriot met in one ! 
Hail thon, whose talents cast a.gleiam of light,, 
Which .brightens /njitis^ 4/^'^ soi9b*r9QS night, 
Whose geoiaaJbrilliani spark] ir^moatur«'sfife» i. 
Sweeps emooibiand strootg, across tbe tremb^Ag wire I 
Hail, minstrel, hail.!, whose soft^.wjiose dolcet strains,- 
Spread such delight o'ei-E^ia-atfaonsai^d plains i 
Whose magic notes can oiake. he v sobs fofget, ; 
The deep disgraoe^hj9 w^^eoiids thai gall (^m yetl; 
Whose sweet persuaai/veHcwe can heal .the 3il>aft 
Of cruel perseoiittbtt'tfpoison'd .dart! 

a a ■•■•••. 

Can teach thein ta forget, en wrapt- in song, ■ t • • 
The cars'd reinembnatoeief! their Country's wrong : 
And withibe bearing liold,. and eagle^eye«o . 
Of freemen^ gaze-on. freedom!s.daziJiQgfky!, :. ; . / 
Welcome from jgloiWing,Mu«ister'scias§ioplfitins! ., 
Welcome to sober Uister-A^sirople;a?^«uiQ/9; 1^ i, , . . > 
Welcome agsdn.Iiir^N.Qrthern hearts can. £eel,..': 
The force of friendship^. withf a PoetVi.xeai,. ,: ^i| j /; 
Have heads, that caa appreciate pf^rtsliketbioeM . : 
Which can, and do admirer thy gifta -di^irine ! .' • ^.i 
And^tho". that hate may, berei:not strikc^tby. viqt^> • 
Which stamps,. thy Monster's crimes. and virtues Ipo ; 
Tet^irustmei^n dudtt/find that mental wortt|: > 
Is not a stranger to the cold '^ Black Nprth!"-, 

'■■■ I. '.■ J . '' \ ■ 'I "'f'l.'"' •■«'.'^ 

* Ireland in the days of Antiquity, was known by the hofiOrilry name of 
Innit'Alga, which signifies the nibble rihtBd,--Tand -aUp- JUenm. vbA Jikj^t^ 
Alga,^^h» happy and the noble Island. 
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Then let me beg, if e*er in lofty strain, 

Thy Muse shall prompt thy pen to irrHe ** Coleraine,** 

That no demoniao genius shall prevail,^ 

Oh, learn to spare! i^Remember Dbneira^ile!!!' 

HUGH HARKIN, 
TO MR. O'KELLY, 

■ » 

ON HIS POETICAL ApPREdS OF THE CELEBRATED 

* • - 

LAKE OF KILLARNEr. 



ii - 



KiLLARNEY, tl^eme of many a tdnefol tongue* 

To genius dear, and long by genius sung: 

Hail now thy waters! — hail thy rural charms!-*- 

Where natdre blooms, andgen'rous friendship warms; 

Drawn by O'Kelly's bold, descriptive nft/rtf, ..;..: 

What JBard to thee call honest fame irefiise? — 

His flowing strains to future time shall tell 

Those hear'nly 8oene& his pencil "paints so! well. 

Long Imd thy'streams unoelebrated shope, 

Or half untold, till amply now made koowq. . . . 

Thy youthful mvse wboee sterling periodardll;:..:! .i. :. 

Free as thy waves, and catch th* impassioned soul (,/:! 

Shall live in fame, like MAN4£RTO]iff8£irmlbatie^-; U:-. 

And stamp thy sbenes in cbaractere ofvbrass* r ..a 'n 

Thrice, happy spot! how blisffcil is thy dobmv ' 

Ordain'd, thro' future centuries to blo6m ! : 

Thy beardless Bard, and thou alike shail^live^ 

While he and' Nature elegantly. give 

Those lasting colours, envy must admit^ :.:/:.; 1 

To mark thy Landsoap^s witb a Poet'iiifireii 

His Heav'n-taught numbers «h^l thy ebarms hiip&rt, . 

And all thy views impress on ev'ry hea<t«:..( .:vi:iV 

Sweet BARDl-sweet Lake !*-coDgenia| shall ydi:^rf$>nie, 

The rays of geniufs and of beauty claim:: r 

Nor. vainly claim ;— for who can read and view, 

And not confess O'Kblly's pencil true ?~. 
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Hark! in hUcbaaiB- thy woods — tbjr waves reaoand } 
The horn re-ecboes .to the deep-mootfi-d hound ! -• - 
Thrice, happy Bard ! to thee how joist belong ^ 
The rays of truth, of e:eniu8, and of song. 
Thine, is each happy transport of the soul, 
Thine, is each honied period long to roll, 
And twine around the feelings of the breast, - i '-- 
Blest in thy friendship — iu thy numbers blest. . -^ ■ 
Then be what may the colour of ihy days, - • 

Take — take O'Kelly, this unpurchased praise. • -- 
The lasting test — the only proof to tell,* 
Tbo' fortune severed, that I lov'd thee well. • • 

Dublin, 1791. ; ... 



•^"■ 
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TO MR. CKELLIT- 

That wit's a commodity, all men wonld dealivii. > '/ , 

And most of its v^enders Are likely tafiul ia,. ' . '^,i. \ 

The trade Is so slack and its progress so slow v 

00 be x\^ ^o'J ^^ ro> 1)^^ ti)bA]t)eA9 ffe 66?^ ^ 

And tho* sterling genius is rare to be found. 

And blockheads in sense, are more fulsome in sound ; 

The bays are still ap'd by the tribe high and low. ' 

00 be f]t), &c. 

Tet each man's a Critic, a3 fancy persuades liipiij 

And dulness perrerts, ftnd false judgment misleads him 

To prove that an Ass. a Longinos inay'g;row 

00 be fit), &o. 

The dull doating Cit in amassing a plumb. 

Who knows no.fixed role, but the rough rol^ of il^umb, 

The tribe of Parnassus can hack to and fro 

00 be f|t)$ &c. ..... 

The sqoireling divided 'twixt Reynard and Puss, t. 
In rhyming and reasoning, makes sooh a fuss, 
As if all the muses he Vonldtallyho, . .. .. . 

00 be fip, &e. ■ 

The Lawyer, the Parson, the Soldier, an4 T^,.. 

Tho' widely contrasted in unison are 

To model the bold and coTteclYivm «\%o\ 

(Bo be x]t)^ &c. 
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The rough rotten Drover, who struts as he speeds, .?^ 

Aud is a true type of the swine that he feeds, >? * 

• 

In fountain Pierian would scrub a fool toe, 

» ■■■••' 

00 be no, &c. 

The saee of Stagira, as well as Dacier, ; 'A 

In writing and judging tho' candid and clear, ■• Kj, 

The palm must resign to the Belle and the Beaii V\*X 

00 be fiD, &c. '•*'-. 

But wit is a talent that few can discern, < V .* 

And most of its teachers want genius to learn : ^ -?;y 

For 'tis from pure nature that either can flow, ; vfl 

00 be x]X)y &c. )^ 

So if the poor Bard should on reason rely, ■* 

And maxims imperious in season deny, 

■ 

In hoping to please and to prosper also. 

00 be f]!), &o. 

For critics will cavil with cause and without. 

And dulness bewilder in darkness and doubt, . '.' 

Their fame to establish and. learning to shew, -. 

00 be x]Vf &c. 

Tet men of sound judgment, of candour and taste, - 
Applaud not too slowly, or censure in haste. 
The beauties they see — or the blunders they know, 
00 be fio, Ac. 

Then cheer up 0*Ebllt, despise the dull throng ; 
Let nature improvM, give a sest to thy song,' 
For merit will rise in despite of its foe ! 
0o be x]X)f &c. 



TO THE DUNGE OF DONER AIi>E. 

Te pigmy wits, with noddles void of brain, 
Who ape at Love and gen'rous Nature's strain ! 
Ye bastard Bards ! ye noisy i^ribbling Fry ! ! 
Te creeping insects, shoot your stings and d\e : . 
For vain your silly efforts, vain I tell ye. 
To fling your 6 Uby fustian at O'Kelly !!! 

Dubiin, Sih November, 1830. ' J.- R. e,. 



■I ■• 



. ■ I 



KILLARNEY, 



AN 



epic Poem. 



Hail, s^^eet Killarnet ! Queen of Lakes, all-hail! 

Thy cloud-topt Mountain ! and thy flow'ry Vale ! 

Thy blooming Groves ! and amaranthine Shades ! 

Thy smooth Meanders! and enchanting Glades! — 

Hail, fair Lough-Lene ! to thee my strains belong ! 

Thou best Inspirer of my infant song. 

To thee my Muse devotes her tuneful praise. 

Thy vales Efyaum, consecrate her lays ! — 

Hail !— ever hail ! like Rame*s fam'd Tiber live, 

If aught of fame these simple strains can give ! 

The Muse enraptured feels unwonted fires. 

And to thy praise on eager wing aspires ! 

Thro' thy enchanting labyrinth she roves, 

In maze luxuriant, thro' thy heav'nly Groves, 

With sacred warmth inspired she moves along. 

In solemn pace, and meditates the song« 

Now, thro' the blooming park, where playful fawns, 

In crowded herds, skip o'er the verdant lawns, 

Her eye explores each sweet romantic scene. 

Where Nature's pencil ting'd a golden mien. 

Transported next to Mangbrton she flies. 

Whose tow'ring heights half reach the vaulted skies ! 

Hbnce, low-laid M UCRUSS she surveys all o'er ; 
Mucruss, where Nature lavish'd all her store — 
MuoRUSS — whose sweets so scent the flow'ry plain, 
Methinks lost Eden here revives again ! 
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19enee flies the Mnse to Carnane'% spicy bow'rs, 
And view itAhtww,, tepeerVd witkyefiml show'rs: 
Here playfol asephyrs all thetr fragfanee steal. 
And Ceylon s odoars swim in ev'ry gale. 
To grove-crown'd Glenaj next the Muse takes wing. 
Where feather'd songsters hail eternal spring ; 
Where ev'ry prospect animates ilie soul, 
And Fancy banquets free of all controul. 
Now, to Duiiloe'% care-soothing shades, she flies ; 
Dunloe — whose groves perfume the neighboring »ikies. 
Thro' which the Lewns smooth, silver current flows, 
While- the rich iaodscfipeon its border glows ! 
Oft on these banks i^w An-^lina stood. 
More fair than Temis rising from the flood. 
Till her bright form to love and grief a prey^ 
Droop'd'fike'a fading rose, and died away ! 
Onward she moves to^ rising Atighadoe^ [line ! 

Whose proud', rough rocks, appeared with blood-staia'df 
What war-like chiefs (as long traditions* tell) 
In early days, on this fair summit fell ! 
^Contention's saE^uinary rage here sway*d-. 
And all the plain one purple current madei 
Hence, her next flight, to those Aonian shades, 
Where murmuring Ficisk meanders thro' th? meads!' 
-Here hap'ly pois'd, on Fancy's airy wing^, 
She eyes those beauties which she pants to sing!' 

Hail, sacred-vale! enraptor'd we survey^ 
Thy scenes romantic^ and thy flbw'fy way. 
Oh! smile propitious, Heav'n descended Choir f 
And my fond breast with all ycmr warmth inspire h 
Ye Nymphs^ ye Naiads, teach nw here to please, 
Ye echoing vallies, barmonizemy lays ! 
Bring with you -R/«ry, and their airy train, 
To trace the monntains, and her summits gafni 
The Dtya{P% bvii3Ltii-^and where the sportive fawns 
Kangettbm' tb# w>oo4«^ th^^ViiUes and tbe lawotf ' 
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EDohanttdg Gr«oe$ jqkk tlie beaveRlj tiNKfnSt 

To see KUlar-najfa Wamiers ! — Uoom io »Qlti^ ! 

WhoM blissful scenes would THQMmM> aamlMMi^totlllv 

0*er ^Fi/4<^*^ tow'riag ID poetic fome. 

From yonder height fail* N«ture'9 pro«^ct tekn 
And view« at ooee, the beauties of the kak/t^ 
Whence Lene'a wide wat'ry fealmiS:are:awply tseBo^*. 
Her hills — her groves-^her w<ood»^lier rallies gpeM% 
Great Mangerion^ higb-to'v^'rrng: o'er the r^at, 
With aspect rude, with wild and savage breast; 
0*er whose proud peak tb' Adaniio ^apoofs fly«^ . 
Whilst in his womb qnfatboaa'd "raters li9» 
The tow'ring hjiis, that tnenace so«i4heri] sfcles^ 
That fill the mind with wonder and sufpriw ; 
Fnim roaring tempests keep this valley free^ 
A mild retreat f^r all the NitM^-^^iA JA^ !-«- 
What heav'qly Landscapes meet our woud*riag ^yfi t 
In what confusion distant mountains risel 
These to the west, with less aspiring heigbt> , 
In soft gradations steal upon the sight ! 
Now, like the sun eclips'd in clouds they li«; - . ' 
Now, o'er their woody sides, the vapours fly; 
The mists dispell'd— the clouds ethereal hlown^ 
See o'er the vale a bright refleeiion thrown I 
The glitt'ring sun-beams thro' the Islands pl«7f 
Silver the hills, and make the vallies gay ! 

Nbxt, we thrb^ velvet fields, our jonrney take,. 
Where Flesk rolls on impetuous to the Lake, 
Delightful views-^^bewitjcbing scenes appear!*-^ 
There^ sunoy hills<— and tall plantations A^r/ 
Now on his winding flow'ry blanks we treaA» . 
Where time-crown'd trees their hoary boooars spread i 
Thro' deep'isuok woods, we take onr pensive iionad&v 
Now, thro' the vale«««-and, now the rising gtowA-^ 
Inspire^ Ob Muse t— inrbatimiiiberscaD «eepu»t» 
Each M^rprcii|iaet«BNiiof ^n^eeb MW^ 
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The frisking IiiinbkiDs on each side are seen, 
And prowling eagles hover o*er the green ; 
While the blithe roilk-maid chaunts in artless strain. 
And the glad shepherd whistles o'er the plain. 

Bkhold yon Hamlei o'er the Lake ascend- 
Where stately oaks o'er beechen beauty bend — 
Here Cyclops' sons once urgM the pond'rous toil. 
First taught by Vulcan in the Lemnim Isle^ 
(So poets tell, and here the Muse would draw 
Poetic fancy from poetic law ; ) 
Unwieldly hammers^ of enormous size, 
Forc'd by loud cataracts alternate rise ; 
Meet the bold surge — while yet beneath their sway^ 
The mines rough.stubborn offspring must obey. 

At length, arrived at Man6£RTon's proud peak, 
We view each promontory, bay and creek. 
Hail, lofty Mamgerton, commanding pile ! 
Hail second Atlas of Ierne's Isle ! 
Tis thine to awe— and yet delight the eye. 
Stupendous wild \ — majestically high ! — 
Compared with thee^ the groves their awe forsake, 
And cloud"Capt Turk sinks level with the Lake! 
Lo ! BAKTRY'sbay — and Glenerow appear I, 
Adorn'd with all the blessings of the year! 
Here every man reigns monarch of his mind ; 
Replete with sense, accomplish'd and refin'd ; 
Here great O'Sullivan, chief of all the West, 
Rul'd once the coast, with peace and plenty blest, 
See SkelliCt's chalky siden, 'mid surges rise, 
And dreadful waves, in mountains, reach the skies I 
Here boist'rous breaking billows ever roar. 
And, in harsh thunders, lash th' obstructing shore ! — 
Onward we stretch, to Dingk*s dreadful main, 
Where lies a rock, desiructive xfnce to Sfain f 
Here Commerce, spreading all her ample stores, . 
Pours distant wealth on these drjsad craggy shores I 
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Wafts Gallia' % treastireiB instant to oar view, 
China's rich gems— and Ingots of Peru. 

Approaoh we next old V entry's bloody strand. 
Where Myriads fell by fierce Pellona's hand ! 
Where hills of heroes slain, oppressjd the ground 
And bones gigantic pav'd the valley round ! 
Here Darias Don that mighty monarch fell. 
By Fin M'Cuil (as old historians tell) 
While his huge brother fell'd by Oscar's hand, 
A lifeless corse ensanguin'd all the strand ! 

Now Glenegali full rises to the view, 
The fam'd asylum of the love-sick crew, 
This their resort, in crowds the hapless made : 
And sought the covert of its dreary shade. 

Behold Tralee .'and yonder rising nH)unt, 
Where Healths young goddess holds her crystal fount I 
Whence fell Pandora*^ num'rous evils fly. 
And all return with health — who fear to die. 

On to the beach, where Brandon's billows roar, 
Where the rude torrents still assail the shore ; 
Brandon, which guards this fair Hesperian coast. 
Whose vast tall height sinks till in ocean lost! — 

See Ballt-heigh ! where winds and waves engage 
And surges buffet, with eternal rage. 
Here Neptune, daily rolls his angry store, 
And ships and sailors scatter on the shore ! 

On to the Capes, we boldly bend our way, 
Where Shannon rolls his treasures to the sea. 
Delightful view ! — with blessings pregnant o'er f 
Where floating forests crowd the busy shore : 
Brought by that wealth, and that fair lordly tide. 
Whence LiMEAieK's ample commerce is supplied. 
Sweet Limerick ! rise in fortune as in fame. 
And future bards p^petuate thy name ! 
Still bloom in song— still spread thy fortunes wlde^ 
Thou gen'rous seat of Munster's glorious prid^r 



O mighty Mamobrtos 2 wHh irond«r orown'dt 
What a vast pool is io tby vortex found ? 
Lodg'd here, iu azure clouds, for ages stood 
A spacious lake, unconscious of a flood, 
'Till tasteful Herbert op'd tby wat'ry store. 
And made ri^ii cataracts down tiiy bosom roar! 
Loudly they roll, majestic to the sight, 
Proud endless prospects of sublime delight. 
With awe-struck eyes, thy summit we survey, 
Where Sots bright beams first usber'd In the day; 
To light's fair source our fervent vows we send. 
And, hailing Heav'n, with grateful steps descend. 
TiiR beauteous MucRUSS next, oar view salute), 
Where rich Pomona pours her golden fruits! 
Here, various flow'r8, disclose their various dyeSj 
And with their fragrance fill surrounding skies; 
Here, the Arbulus rears its verdant head, 
Whose sweets eternal Nature's bounties spread ; 
That from each branch celestial odours give, 
And bid health, youth, and human vigour livf. 
Union tho' rare!— -still here at once dii«play| 
The bleak December^ and the flow'ry Mtry.^^ 
See Nature there, in blooming dress, appec^r 
The finest corrings of the vary'd year ! 
New glories rise alternate to the eye 
And ev'ry shade exceeds a Tyrian dye. 
Embosomed parks, display 'd in ev'ry grpv^^ 
And ev'ry shade re-echoes strains of love. 
See yonder mansion, in majestic pride. 
With courtly turrets, verging o'er the ti4<9» 
As a great chiefs uplifted in his car, 
From a proud summit, views tb' embattled war.^ 
So the steep pile commands the happy vale, 
By worth establi$b'd^-^soented by each gale. 
While Nature's band l^r bounteou$ md tit stoiKi, 
AncL^ Aroqad wch Wm WQba(itio£ |;lawt ! 



Pass Mw&rt ttHl !: wl»t besutiM rt§^ to v<l0#s 
TraDsport4ogsceM0, a«d obj«ct9dt«r der^*} 
Where sky-embracing oaks tbeif boughs display; 
Where purliog gfreamsr^ a1a»gthe meadowd-, play; 
What bioomiDg forests skirt tb« westom skies! 
And from each grore Arabia's sweets, arise!' 
Some shield the lake from Sol's meridian boarritf^ 
Some veil the walk, and some the purling streams ; 
While the glad birds with throats harmonious sing^ 
And, witlytbeiristrains, make groves and vaHies: titig^ 
See woods implanted round the peaceful tide ! 
Wide spread their branches, and their verdure wid^i 
See shrubs perfum'd, projecting oVr the deepl 
See others- rise, and.crnwn the rocky steep ! 
Here deeply hid, the latent treasures I ie, 
ConceaTd iu Earth from man'd exploring eye,- 
And richest marble tswells the pregnaut ground;^ 
While deep beneath the goldeo ore is found.--* 
What heav'rtJy land.^capesj here bewitch the soul !' 
What foamioji^ torrents- down each summit i^oll ! 
Th' impetuous sti^eams tbro' rock-growu' valUes breald 
Their rapid course, then sink intoMhe Lake ! 

Here Turk: looks down with his terrific mi^s^ 
On this fond spot^ — thisever-saored scene : 
Nature here plac'd this rugged. rocky pile^ 
(Ah! what a contrast to eaoh wave^girt i^lelj 
His awful brows the roaring tempests meet,. 
Rocks on his sides, and waters at his feet ! 

Tell me, OMuse! what landscape can befoaody. 
What sweet Elysium,. or what fairy ground ;. 
What heaven-blest spot, expanding fancy's soul 
Can equal this ?— -where found from pole td pole ?^«^ 
Go, view V£R8AiiiLE3-»g& travel Europe'round,r-^ 
Returning, own a Mucauss can't be found ! 
A monarch's wealth may raise a Fontaik BLAAl^! 
But 'tiafor Nature Muottusd" pride to show ! 

What solemtt* silence reigns, whilohere: ^e stray^ 
To yonder 8hade^Oter')sbadowinglthe:day! 
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Hail mo8s.growD cloisters ! and ye vaults decayed ! 
Dare we aCtempt your dark embosoin'd shade ? 
High Heav'n direct our fi^ol-steps, as we tread, 
The silent, mouId'riDg mansioos of the dead! 
A time there was, when they with life were blest, 
(Aud time shall be, when we like these shall rest.) 

Deep in the shade» impervious to the skies, 
A venerable pile, in ruin, lies I 
To whose dark sides the moss and ivy cling, 
And Sorrow's notes, in plaintive murmurs, ring. 

Within these gothic walls, behold a yew, 
Which on surrounding graves, distils its dew ! 
Behold itis trunk, long with'ring down with age. 
Where midnight owls their future ills presage ; 
Where humming beetles unmolested roam ! 
Where sluggish bats erect their silent home ! 
Where the slow snail crawls o^er the blanching bone. 
And dewy damps consume the living stone ! 
Where slow dull reptiles creep along the wall. 
And frightful ghosts the human mind appal ! 
Where polish'd columns swell with sculptur'd stones; 
With time-worn epitaphs and withered bones ! 
The silent graves invite us from the walls ! 
The stately urn our fix'd attention calls ! 
Slowly we pass, in melancholy state, 
And mov'd, survey the mouldVing heaps of fate ! 
Here, some fam'd chiefs, in fretted arches, lie. 
Whose virtuous deeds forbid their names to die. 
A rosy virgin lies, beneath this iomhy 
Snatch'd by Death's hand, in beauty's fairest bloom ' 
Here, too, the youth, beneath this speaking slate, 
Who mourn'd, in vain, young Emmas early fate ! 
Lo ! here the sage, coufounded with the boor ! 
And here the feeling patron of the poor ! 
Here a dull prelate — there a member see, 
Whose proud oppression, Heav'n keep far from me ! 
Here^ rests a lord, and there, promiscuous lies 
The meek — the vain — the ignoraot-^the wise ! 
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And, io 9ome years (as in some years we must,) 

Like these alas ! return to native dust : 

Let us explore each avenue of life, 

Return to Nature's God — and shrink from future strife! 

For what avails all human pride can bring, 

Death grasps alike the beggar and the king ! 

Pride and Ambition from their thrones must fall, 

And universal chaos bury all ! — 

Hence we to Camane our fair journey take ; 
See, on her banks, the treasures of the Lake ! 
The finny race how num'rous on the shore ! 
No angler's art attempts the boundless store. 
Sweet Carmne&\r\ — thou blooming, blest retreat ! 
Where learned Herbert holds his blisful seat: — 
Herbert the kind the hospitable friend, 
Whose genial virtues all the Nine commend : 
Whose happy Partner gains each gen'rous heart. 
Good, without pride, '^and easy without art.'* 
How oft thro' their fair meadows have I stray 'd, 
And m^de thee, muse, my fav*rite of the shade ! 
How 6ft, by turns, we learn'd to melt and glow. 
At acts of friendship, and at tales of woe ! 
How fondly has my raptur'd fancy, there, 
Rais'd rich, proud, tow'ring castles in the air! — 
Farewell, sweet Camane ! — lovely spot adieu ! — 
While we our journey to Ross-ule pursue ! 

See yonder pile ! for ages known to fame, 
Which to the wealthy island gives the name ! 
Hemm'd in by gentle J^lesk, that round it flows. 
To guard the castle from its country's foes ! 
What numbers here untimely met their fall ; 
Before this great, this siege-defying wall ! 
What thand'ring cannon on the ramparts stood? 
What chieftains fell ? what vales were stain'd with blood ? 
What shocks has not this bulwark long sustained ? 
What God-like heroes in the castle reign'd ? 

D 
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Here great O Donoghucy theme of aDtient tale, 

Long sway'd the sceptre o*er the happy vale I 

What herds of deer along this valley stray'd ! 

What fleecy flocks loDg deck'd the prosp'rous mead ! 

What champing steeds! what hunters and what hoands 

Dar'd the strong flood, andscour'd the marshy grounds 

Hail'd MangertoHj and swept their mazy rounds ! 

Within his walls each day, as poets tell 

Beneath the steel an ox, enormous, fell ! 

To cheer the stranger was his princely board. 

With richest viands hospitably stor'd ; 

To Bards his gen'rous bounty knew no end. 

Himself, of learning and the muse, the friend ; 

And all Mamo/iia's Kings in days of yore. 

With yearly tribute swell'd his regal store. 

Now to yon shades, where shrubs spontaneous rise, 
And clouds of fragrance scent the balmy skies. 
We urge our footsteps where the love-lorn dove 
Coos o'er the glade, pathetic tales of love ; 
While the fond shepherd tunes his rural lay, 
And blushing Dap/me rivals op'ning May. 
See yonder woods their treasur'd vaults unfold ! 
Where cavern'd miners toil for tempting gold. 
Who from the deep emit rich mineral ore, 
And crown'd with plenty, labour still for more. 
Where sapping slowly, thro' the winding cave, 
They meet, too oft, a dark untimely grave ! 
Ah ! man, how long shall gold attract thy hand, 
To peril's vault, to desolate the land? 
Gold, that to ravage, serves a tyrant's cause, 
To trample justice, and subvert the laws! 
But hap'ly plao'd in Equity's fair hand, 
Spreads peace and plenty o'er a thriving land ! 
Thus, does corruption gain her fawning tribes, 
And pseudo -patriots are seduced by bribes! 
The world's idolaters — tam'd Nature's rod, 
Who cringe to Man, regardless of their God, 
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Who hunt out gold as tigers hunt their prey. 
Promise, to break — and flatter, to betray! — . 

Come, now, s6ft muse I svreet Innis/aUen sing, 
Come, memVy come ! and stretch thy fancy's wing: 
For fiird with all Apollo'^ young desire. 
We next for thee, fond Island, string the lyre ! 
Here sacred Monks, of deep-embosom'd lore, 
Cloistered an abbey on this woody shore 1 
Where pious Priests, with heav'nly thoughts inspired, 
From noise, from care, and from each vice retir'dl 
From life's vain baits, sequestered in the shade, 
Spurn'd tempting pelf, and God alone obey'd. 
Happy ! — thrice happy ! in the pious choice, 
Howe'er rejected by the tyrant's voice. — 
Behold the wide efiPects of barfo'rons times! 
See round the ruins clasping ivy climbs ! 
Ah ! what a fall to abjectness, from pride ! 
Such man's frail state, and so is man allied ! 

Lo ! catching thought — arresting just surprise ! 
What poplar tumults float before our eyes ! 
Rous'd from their hamlets, and their princely tow'rs, 
See thousands headed by their lordly pow'rs, 
In joyous pomp, proceeding o'er the plain, 
(Each rural beauty smiling on her swain. — ) 
What vig'rous striplings, sturdy, stout and strong. 
To Lene's fam'd currents in bold legions throng ; 
Their arms innur'd to ply the laboring oars, 
The billows brush— and gain the distant shores. 
Rise, gen'rous muse ! and sing that glorious day, 
When boats contending skimm'd the wat'.ry way ! 
Say what proud chieftain gain'd the golden prize. 
When praise-crown'd clamours rent the vaulted skies I 
Here, what a struggle ! — ihere, what plaudits ring ! — 
Such plaudits as contending Bards will sing ; 
Bards — who shall vie to celebrate the place. 
And strive, like them, to win the glorious race.— 
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Tfric« three proud boatf, the fairest and the best. 

Selected are by judges from the rest. 

The prime bold two to good Kenmare belong. 

Their speed shall grace Kxllameys richest song. 

Pride of the waves, fast sailing, stout and good. 

To deck — to grace — to beautify the flood. — 

One Herbert sends — she proudly cleaves the waves. 

And next rides Mahonys^^ihe rest she braves ; 

One Beati/ord sends — where dwelt that good divine. 

Judicious Day^ ihe fav'rite of the Nine. 

Now CromWs boat comes peering with the rest. 

Who, like her oumer ev'ry fame possest : 

Now quickly grasp each boats* selected crew 

The polish'd oars of vari'gated hue ! 

Then bend to Heav'n to gain the doubtful day. 

While Crouds un*number'd fill the flow'ry way; 

Throngs press on throngs — seeeach contention strong ! 

View the fair flood, and shoulder'd move along ; 

As, when conflicting armies urge their way, 

Each, to improve the glories of the day. 

Proudly to mingle o'er the dusty plain. 

And deathless fame — and cloudless honor gain, 

So press the chiefs, and thus their fate began. 

While fame suspending seem*d to wait each man. — 

All now prepar'd-'4ihe contest to maintain. 

They wait the signal on the liquid plain ; 

With fixed attention, ardently they wait. 

While hearts impatient generously beat : 

In ev'ry glowing breast see glory rise ! 

All wishing to possess the golden prize. 

Lo ! the sign giv'n, from a rising ground, 

It cheers the crew, and rolls along-lov'd sound. 

Quick-lab'ringsoars, like rapid lightnings go ! 

Quick work the hands ; and all their bosoms glow ! 

The dubious strife ttie crowd and chieftains view 

Boat strives with boat, and crew contends with crew ! 



29 

With manly force they sweep along the shoref. 

Their sin'wy arms uplift the ponderous oars. 

While loud huzzas and joyous clamours rise, 

And shouts, on shouts, ascend the eychoing skie*; 

Along they skim with swiftness uncontrourd, 

Eager to gain the glory and the gold. 

Exulting thoughts in ev'ry bosom blaze, ' 

Bravely resolvM to venture life for praise. 

Now loud applauses mark the shouting crowd, 

And sailors mix their clamours with each cloud. 

From shore to shore, swift runs the deaf ning sound. 

And echo's vault reverk>erates around ! 

(Fond list'ning echo ! — to Killamey dear. 

Here the fam*d boast of many a sportful year !) 

Lo ! now amid the hurry and uproar. 

See, Herhert'a Carolina shoot before ! 

She floats — she skims — she now each billow braves. 

And scuds along the foremost on the waves ; 

Thus, the proud steed sweeps foremost of the rest^ 

With eager speed, and high-erected crest, 

While distanced sportsmen view with stern dismay, 

The loss — the shame — the glory of the day ; 

They push — they tugg — they struggle — they contend. 

And each alternate proves Misfortune's friend ; 

No more, the crowd possess them in their sight, 

They run—they're gone — like lightning in the night : 

And on each side the circles view, in vain, 

The little t^avy struggling on the Lene — 

The waves, and billows now more loudly roar. 

By naval strife, convuls'd from shore to shore ! 

RoL^ by the bustle of the boats o'er head, 

O'DoNOGHUE forsakes his oozy bed. 

T/i^/t— rthen appeared, surrounded by his train. 

On steeds of fire that cleft the liquid plain. 

Fire in their looks, — impatience in their view. 

Dauntless they foam, and terrify each crew ! 
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Proud theyadvanc'd, the hills began to shake— ' 

Id thunder olaps they darted o'er the Lake ! 

The sailors now suspend their fleet career, 

To eye th' approachiag silver-headed Seer^ 

The hoary Monarch, with delight, they view, 

Struck with fond awe, they knew not what to do ! 

Ten thousand times they wish'd, but wish'd in vain, 

To stand far from G'Donoghue's demesne — 

Behold the prince advance ! with eager speed, 

Behold him rein ! each liquid-rolling steed, 

On angry billows, Neptune-Wke^ he stood, 

His dreadful presence hush'd the angry flood ; 

His glaring eye-balls fiercely filt'd with fire. 

Portend his wrath — his great — and vengeful ire ! 

Th' afi'righted rowers, now, could ply no more, 

And now the waves roll humbly to the shore: 

The vengeful king, enrag'd, accosts the van. 

And, with a voice of thunder, thus began : 

*' How, weak, fond mortals ! vain presumptuous band, 

'' Thro' what ambition, or by whose command, 

<' Attempt you, thus, to venture on this deep, 

•' Where the tide-nyrophsand wat'ry monarchs sleep } 

" Hence ! — or ! but yet, 'tis better hush your strife ! 

<' *Tis not for kings to kindle flames in life ! 

" 'Tis not for princes of this deep to shew 

<< What dire efi^ects from wild ambition flow." 

His speech resum'd : the angry monarch gave. 

His just prevention to his subject wave. 

Commanding silence; *' Humble be your fate ! 

'* 'Tis not for subjects to oppose the great ! 

" Yet cautious stand — nor thus disturb my reign, "^ 

" Exert your rage and prowess on the plain/' 

He said ; — pale terror shook each quav'ring fraine ! 

And Wight's dark shadows all their souls o^rdame! 

Each stood aghast,— ^dismay sunk ev'ry breast, 

'Till SuUivanher thus the Prince addrest ; 
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^' Great potent Lord, sole Umpire of this place, 

"Id mercy, spare a fond contending race. 

" If life's ambition form a mortal joy, 

" Heav'ns will behold^ witii pity— nor destroy." 

They bow'd submission — thus the Prince reply'd, 

*' Proceeds your contest — or from rage, or pride? 

** Whence the contention ? — speakyour master's name? 

•* Whether for gold ? — or is your strife for fame?" 

They blusb-^they bow — each master's name declare, 

Confess that honour solely was their care. 

Their happy lords no sordid wish e'er knew ! 

For honest pride and glory were their view ; 

If then (they cry) ** thy royal breast can spare, 

** Forgive, O chief, and Pity's laurel bear." — 

To this the iS<?^r, — " be angels still your guard, 

" And fame and honor your first helm reward.'* 

Thus having said, he puU'd bis golden rein, 

And sought majestic his cerulean plain : 

His watry palace opes its golden gates, 

Th' obedient tide his sovereign nod awaits; 

The Monarch turns, and wields his scepterM hand, 

The subject waves roll silent to the strand. — 

The prince now sunk — soft breathing zephyrs rise, 
Smootk was the Lake, serenely look'd the skies. 
All Nature then, as conscious of the glow, 
Resum'd a face that rose from Nature's flow. ' ! 
The boats renew their contest now again, 
The first with ardour their success maintain ; < 
The hinder rush, the foremost place to gain. 
O'M ahony's nerv'd men, with ardour fir'd, 
(Their breasts with love of deathless fame lospir'd,) 
Quick ply their oars, and shoot beyond the rest,> 
}ff lih pleasing thoughts of conqa^st full possest, 
Eager of sp^ed— impatieat, now^ they sweeps 
Their strokes redoubled clave the yielding deep ; 
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O'er rolling waves their bounding boats tbey guide. 

While tossing foam obscures the troubled tide; 

Close in the rere, O' Day's and good Kenmare*s^ 

While each in view the meed of glory wears ! 

With throbbing breasts they fly each vile disgrace. 

And urge with manly energy the race. 

As lightning quick, they cut the deep profound. 

And seek the goal with Conquest's laurel orown'd ; 

Thrice happy fe w! — your oars shall often tell 

How heroes conquered — and how heroes fell ! 

In lists of fame ! — be ever yonr's the tongue 

That long shall animate the poet's song.— 

See ! in the waves, they ply the sounding oar ! 

While blood-warm streamlets run from ev'ry pore 

Swift Carolina 8 pilot, now implores 

Her faithful few, to ply their faithful oars : 

«< jvf y gen'rous friends, ah ! why this cold dismay ? 

*' Why thusgrow faint ?— why swerve my friendly sway? 

** Fly! faster fly ! — drive thro* the rushing tide, 

'< Be your's the oars — and mine the helm to guide. 

*^ Let brave past deeds now nobler feats inspire, 

** And ev'ry bosom catch the hero's fire. 

'^ Success, once more, your lab'ring oars may crown, 

*^ 'Tis yours to seek I—but Heaven's to give renown ! 

<' 'Tis now decreed that he who bears the sway, 

*' Shall to his race each laurel-praise convey ! 

'* His fame shall bloom and visitev'ry pole, 

** Live in each hearty and post to Honor's goal !" — 

Rous'd by his voice, his steely hands revive. 

And quick as thought, th' opposing billows rive ; 

Their wonted rivals gloriously despise. 

And princely Ccroitna gains the prize — 

What shouts ! — what praise — O ! Herbert, were thy lot. 

When fame and conquest crown'd thy happy boat ! 

Now hills, and dales, with loud applauses ring, 

And blooming maids with songs enraptur'd sing. 
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Thns loud, fell olamoars hostile armies yield. 
When fierce Bellona shakes her bossy shield ! 
From isle to isfle, re-echo'd shouts arise. 
And peals, redoubled, rend the^neighb'ring skies. 
Th' admiring crovrds their wondering voiced raise. 
With loud huzzas they sound the victpr*s praise, 
While gentle Herbert^ silent as a dove, 
Seem'd in his joy, unconscious how to move. 

The next in place, O^Mahony"^ bold band, 
Now leap'd indignant on the silver strand ; 
Unus'd before iu contest to give place. 
Or yield the palm in Prtde^s impetuous race. 
Up sail'd O'D^y^s, bold, vig'rons, stout, and young, 
Well oar 'd, wellmann'd, unyielding yet and strong ; 
She long disputed the contested place. 
But lost the prize, the honor, and the ra,ce. 

See Crottin^a text ! well labour'd by her few. 
What hands so eager as his manly crew ? 
'Tis his to raise each honorable deed. 
And crown with praise each genius and its meed. 
Ah ! Barry — Barry ^ hapless was thy fate ! 
Driv'n on a rock, and ushered in too late ! 
Ah ! had thy speed not been too soon o'ercast, 
Thy strength, thy oars had not been found the last. 
Stonn'd with amaze and shame, M*Revera crew 
Come slow, long.lingering, scarcely yet in view \ 
Inflaming Bacchus — foe to human kind ! 
Unnerv'd their limbs — and stupify'd their mind; 
In vain they bend their unavailing oars ! 
Dull drowsy paddlers scoflF'd from all the shores. 
What cannot wine ? the bane of ev'ry heart, 
'Tis Wisdom* a poison, and the foe of Art ! 

Now all is hush'd — the noise and clamour o'er. 
They now return to Innis/allen shore ; 
Where each enraptured— each proud victor's soul, 
fievivesits spirits o'er the flowing bowL 

E 
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There all the guests in Friendship's cause combine, 
And freely quaff the brightening joys of wine ; 
While thousand swains, and maids belov'd are seen, 
In sportive dances, tripping o'er the green, 
And ev'ry shade sends forth a thrilling sound, 
And MU8lc'9 measures half enchant the ground ! 
Music that might draw angels from their sphere. 
Retain — enchant— and keep them list'ning here. . 
Sweet Inn isFALLRN !— Beauty's dearest seat ! 
Enchanting isle !— delicious fair retreat !— 
Here holy fire— devotion warm'd the breast. 
And living angels sung the soul to rest ; 
Here blooming trees, thro' rugged rocks, are seen, 
For ever fragrant, and for ever green ! 
Soft downy bank$, ambrosial beds are found. 
And rosy sweets display their blessings round. 
Promiscuous shades their verdant honors spread^ 
And leafy Autumns all their odours shed. 
Tall tops of holly form impervious shades, 
And balmy violets beautify the glades. 
The beech—the fir— still, here, their bloom bestow. 
And, there, the a«h, and here, the cypress glow. — 

Now in the barge, the river's height to gain 
We float — we skim— along the little main : . 
Thro' Pleasure's tide, as once proud Egypt*8 queen. 
Along the Cydnm^ to attract was seen, 
We float — but ah ! beneath the silvVy deep. 
What countless perils !— what disasters sleep ! 
A latent rock assails us as we glide, 
Lo ! sinks Monimia! down the dang'rous tide. 
And young Fhrella pride of ev'ry plain. 
Sung by each Bard, and loved by ev'ry swain ; 
Lov'd, ill-starr'd pair ! your fate shall long be sung, 
Impress each heart and tremble on each tongue : 
Four's was the bloom that sweetenM like the gale! 
Four's was the rose that scented ev'ry vale : 



Four's was the lilFy's richest, fairest hue f 
And you r's each bouor to each virtue due. — 

Onwari> around (he middle Lake yreviewy 
What scenes romantic still our bliss renew ? 
In ev^ry isle are Flora's velvet beds, 
With all the pride that Summer's mildness shed^.. 
But hark ! what heav'nly sweet enchakiting notes^ 
What tuneful magic o'er each mountain floats ! 
Th' aerial sounds are wafted to the vale, 
Hark ! now they louder quaver on the gale ; 
And now oonvey'd to ev'ry warbling hiH, 
Swell all the vale, and thro' my*bosom thrill, 
From height to height*- from vale to vale it flies^ 
And now the music fiHs th& vaulted skies ; 
Th' admiring flocks from each responsive hill, 
Enraptur'd with the harmony stand still : 
The warbling race, in silent wonder lost, 
Hush ev'ry note> nor rival music's boast.. 
Louder — still louder — float celestial airs^ 
Awfully grand as music of the spheres ! 
Yet— yet^to drown these soul- be witching- strains^ 
What loud explosion shakes the neighb'ring plains ? 
What a dread roar from all the distant hills ; 
Sublime — tremendous — heav'n's high concave fiUs ?' 
The deaf nlng thunders cause a wild afi^right, 
A dreadful horror buries all the sight ! 
Struck with new fear, with wonder, now we gaze^ 
Nor birds can sing — nor eager flocks can graze. 
And now the echoing hills seem headlong burl'd, 
And gaping earthquakes seem t' ingulf the world : 
E'en Mangbrton with terror seems to quake, 
That high, vast tow'ring monarch of the Lake !!! 
But lo! again the soft harmonious sound. 
With melting music fills each space around ; 
The dulcet notes make hills and vallies ring, 
And half-fledgM eaglets learn from them to sing ;. 
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Pregnant with sweets the circling; hills resound. 
And ev'ry gale bears music's charms around. 
Softness that might half-warm the frozen breast. 
Twines round the soul, and lulls e'en pain to rest — 

Now thro' the narrow straits our barge we guide. 
And tug with oars against th' impetuous tide; 
Cleave with swell'd sinews — while from ev'ry pore. 
Gush sultry floods, that burthen ev'ry oar ; 
While from each side Arahian odours rise. 
Our hearts iuvig'rate, and embalm the skies ; 
The scene $oon chang'd — no woods the hills adorn, 
• But all looks steril, rocky, and foflorn! 
Ascend we yet, and change we the sad scene. 
Turn we to groves and lawns for ever green, 
Where all smiles round ! — see ! see ! a nobler sight I 
Where rocks and woods, and cataracts unite ! 
The ample Lake now opens to the view. 
Delightful, pleasing objects ever new ; 
Look round aqd see what blooming isles appear ! 
And woods and mountains decorate the year : 
What velvet )awns in each sweet blushing isle ! 
Where Nature's bounty beams with fairest smile- 
The inner lawns, what numbers can display ? 
Or one rich beauty of t,heir growth convey? 
What muse, like nature, can suqb landscapes paint ! 
Scenes ! that might charm, and still improve the saint? 
What shrubs of sweet perfume soft blooming peep ? 
What rocks, tremendous, uodding o'er the deep ? 
From isle to isle soft whisp'ring Zepbtrs stray ; 
And kiss from flow'rs the sweets of eastern May, 
While, in the tide, woods, downward, seem togrow^ 
And sportive hinds their shadows view below! 
Near such a spot did AcTiEON once appear. 
When bathing Dian chang'd him to a deer: 
Ill-feted youth ! to your own dogs a prey. 
Like many a spendthrift sportsman of this day ^ 
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Whose sad doll scenes Aspersion's voice pursues. 

Spite of sweet prospects and enchanting views. 

How truly wild the prospects all around ! 

Great mountains with impervious arhours crown'd ; 

See on the south, what purple hills arise. 

And from the vales rich forests pierce the skies I 

Onc^in that vale an Irish chieftain sway'd, 

Caird Fin M*Cuil — great monarch of the shade; 

Whose tow' ring height, terrific once as bold. 

Caught ev'ry eye — still anxious to behold ! 

And here, some tell his treasures he inurn'd. 

Treasures, which vanquish'd warriors long had mourn'd I 

Beneath yon dark'n'd shade how oft he stood ? 

Clad in strong armour— stain'd with hostile blood ! 

O! still methinks these wilds and vales contain, 

The bloody vestiges of heroes slain ! 

Rocks, heap'd on rocks, shew, near yon wat'ry course. 

The vast memorials of gigantic force ! — 

Here flow'rs, unseen, shoot forward, to decay ; 

Lost, in the wild, unaided, by a ray! 

Here Nature proves her still luxuriant pride ; 

By man untasted, and by beast untry'd .* 

Save the fleet savage whose ascending pow>, 

Can o'er each limit — o'er each barrier tow'r! — 

Who'climbs the rock and braves the dark'ning shade^ 

With gloom terrific long familiar made ! 

Ah ! had kind Nature, and the heav'nly race. 
Made this fair climate equal to the place ! 
Here might the oriinge thrive — the tender vine ! — 
With clust'ring grapes the stately elm entwine ; 
Fruits now exotic would promiscuous grow. 
And flow'rs, unknown, in paths prolific glow : 
The flow'ry myrtle would these vales adorn. 
And luscious figso'ershade the blossom'd thorn. 
But then no wolves in these blest vallies prowl^ 
Nor hungry lions o'er the mountains bowl ; 
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Nor bears voracions tear th' innoxioas lambs. 
Who strive, in vain, to gain tbeir fleecy damsf 
Nor hissing toads — nor lurking vipers He, 
Nor rattle-suakes affright the trav'ler's eye ; 
Nor Letha^an monsters roam beneath the trees, 
Nor flying basMisk}< poison all the breeze ; 
Our bills, our vale's, no dang'rous monsters know, 
ST. PATRICK chas'd them centuries ago! 
Reformed our isle, and saw our country void 
Of magic spell — all daemons he destroy'd. 
Freed from such ills — and for each blessing giv'n, 
Oh! let our grateful fervour rise to H^av'n : 
Thanks to our isle's fam'd patron long be paid 
Who sent those reptiles distant climes t' invade ! 
Who rais*d the Shamrock to unfading fame, 
And stamp'd new glory on our country's name. 

But now returning o*er the rapid tide, 
Where lives all Nature's most enchanting pride : 
What groves, what lawns, here beautify each i^cene. 
Aspiring rocks still cloth'd in ever-green^ 
And while our boats the wat'ry world pursue. 
We with amazement ev'ry wonder view.— 
Our toils and troubles amply are repaid, 
To find such beauties to the mind conveyed I 
With what celestial sound the soul's inspir'd, 
What joys unhop'd the feeling bosom fir'd ! 
Where all the pride of Nature, not of Art, 
T' inchant the soul and captivate the heart. 
To Dinish island bend we next our way, 
Where feather'd songsters tune their Sylvan lay r 
Where Flora spreading all her treasured store, 
With Syria's spicy sweets embalm the shore ; — 
The other isles Killarney*Q Lake contains. 
Their fragrant shades — their many-chequer'd plains 
Remain unsung — nor can our strains adorn, 
Scenes that might grace the fairest painted morn ! 
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Far greater objeeis call the nrasii along, 
From Fancy's gentle spul-delighting song. — 

Glenaa's sweet vale, was rising to oar view, 
When adverse winds with sudden fury blew : 
Black gloomy tempests darkened all the skies, 
Then sudden gusts and headlong' whirlwinds rise ! 
Dread fiery meteors, mix'd with rain began, 
And o'er the vale, rock- rending thunders ran ! 
Now struggling here, and parting from the Lake, 
We under shelving rocks our shelter take. 
Hence, in the vale, we happily espy'd, 
A sheltering cottage near the wat'ry tide ; 
Where rosy Health her ruddy throne maintains, 
Where Contemplation unmolested reigns; 
This humble roof we enter'd, drenched with rain, 
And there our drooping spirits rais'd again : 
Placed far from Envy's walk (for Envy sure 
Could never reach the cottage of the poor.) 
In this warm slitter, blaz'd a cheerful fire, 
Surrounded by the progeny and sire. 
Amid the group a virgin fair was seen, 
The blooming pride and honor of the green ; 
Her youthful face was fair— serenely sweet. 
Her homely raiment fiow'd adown her feet ; 
Her slender waist, her snowy bosom shone, 
More white, more pollsh'd than the Parian stone : 
Fair was her look— enchanting was her tongue — 
As youthful bards, and neighb'ring shepherds sung ; 
Now on the table are the viands plac'd, 
The rosy maid adds flavor to the feast. 
We soon drew near the hospitable board, / 
Crown'd with what hills, and vales, and lakes aflFbrd. 
With quicken'd sense we joyful sate around. 
While social pleasures all our labours crownM : 
Now hunger ceas'd — the venerable man, 
With gracious looks of fervour thus began : 
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** My sires of old with peace and plenty blest, 

** Oq this fond spot oft entertained a guest ; 

** Till tyrant Bess relentless forces pour'd, 

*^ And all our homes and properties devour'd ! 

*^ Contented we remain in this retreat, 

*^ Blest with a little, in our homely seat ; 

** Hear spouting cat'racts from the mountains flo* 

^^ And heav'nly dirges of sweet- warbled woe." 

The rain now past — the evening sun's retreat, 
Warns from this blest and hospitable seat ; 
Now o'er the hills swift run Jthe sable shrouds, 
And now the sun emerges from the clouds ; 
The fragrant shades a fresher green display. 
Now smiling — dancing — quav'ring cheer the day. 
The cheerful lark, enraptured mounts on high. 
The sweet, soft, tender minstrel of the sky ; - 
While other rising warblers homage pay, 
In heav'nly strains to hail the God of day. 
Behold the branches trembling in the woods ! 
Dance to the pleasing murmurs of the floods! 
Pass onward — view, see all the rising vale. 
And waters playful — wanton in the gale. 

Plac'd on the cliff, we hear each echoing voice. 
Of swains, who in the watry toils rejoice : 
Whose days are pass'd, unclouded by a care. 
Save sighs, looks, smiles, and sonnets to the fair. 
See speckled fishes round the vessels glide ! 
And sport and play, and swim along the tide ; 
While Sloth's sick train in azure chambers keep. 
And on the bottom brilliant diamonds sleep! 
What striking objects here attract our eyes ? 
What woods, what hills, in fair confusion rise ? — 
Scenes above scenes umbrageous lines ascend. 
And, round the rocks, their ample arms extend. 
High o'er yon cliff beneath th' all-seeing eye^ 
Of Him, whose rays illume the lofty sky ! 
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The mighty monarch of the feather'd race, 
His eyrie builds in this stupenduous place. 
Hisunfledg'd yonng secure from danger lie^ 
And all the school-boys wily art defy : 
Yet should he once suspect his royal bed, 
(^The prey of monarcks by wild passions led,) 
His soul indignant sends the spurious brood 
To Turk's vast lake, to be for fishes food. 
Britannia's bulwark here its honor shows, 
And here the ash — and there the poplar grows ; 
See its green boughs the holly here extends! 
And o'er its parent craggy cliflF impends ! 
Fancy here paints that with a lover*s arms, 
It twines — it circles — and enjoys its charms. 
Here, other difiTrent trees dependent grow ; 
And woods, and hills, and dales reflected glow! 
See far superior to the rest is found, 
The stately cedar with rich branches crown'd ! 
And, like the lofty elms majestic rise, 
O'er-top the rest, and seem to meet the skies ! 

Hark 1 hark ! — the jovial huntsman sweeps the plains! 
Fills ev'ry space with his loud^echoing strains. 
Th' enliv'ning sound on ev'ry mountain floats, 
And hills and vales reverberate the notes : 
Rous'd from his lair — see> up, the mountain side ! 
The fleet young deer displays his ample pride : 
Proud of his speed — exulting now he mocks, 
Bran(fb-rendtng coverts, and opposing rocks. 
See him in view ! — and see the deep-tongued race ! 
Wind at his heels ! and beautify the chase ! 
Now deeper notes swift fly on echo's wing, 
The mountains roar and all the vallies ring. 
See, o'er projecting rocks, he bounding goes ! 
To fly his fate, and baffle all his foes : 
Now dauntless stands, regardless of their cries. 
While each pursuing danger he defies. 
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The fleet staunch honnds the rocky cliff8 ascend. 

And their shrill notes with notes responsive blend. 

See down he strays o'er his long-haunted coarse ! 

Now down \he valley with invigour*d force ! 

Now timid, yet ttnconqoer'd— now he strays, 

Thro* woods, thro' wilds, ten thonsand difif'rent ways : 

The sanguinary pack, thro' coverts fly, 

Again the hills reverberate the cry ; — 

View his descent ! — thro' tangled thickets torn ! 

And branches sink beneath bis rising horn ! 

The hounds are nigh : he trembles at his fate. 

Where now th' asylum ?~or the safe retreat? 

He pants— he sighs— th' impatient band he feels^ 

The gathering tumult closing at his heels. 

Alas ! pursn'd, his hapless fate is nigh, 

Alas! no more the fugitive can fly : 

O'erwhelm'd with terror,, and with dread dismay, 

Th' affrighted warrior trembling stands at bay,. 

With fainting toil, supports th' unequal strife. 

And fights, in vain, for liberty and life. — 

His efforts vaib determined to forsake 

His native woods, he plunges in the Lake : 

With madden'd fury evVy surge be braves, 

And with his ample breast divides the waves ; 

Th' exulting hunters to their boats repair. 

The hostile Navy chase him in the rere : 

He floats— he speeds — to gain the distant caves,. 

And wildly stiuggling flashes up the waves. 

Now lab' ring strives, protecting isles to gain ! 

Yet — yet— alas I his efforts all are vain ! 

See him now near anpitying clamours rise I 

The hapless prey with instant terror dies. 

He groanss and now encompas'd by his foes. 

He feels the stroke of bosom-rending woes : 

Victim he falls — yet not inglorious dies, 

While shouts of triumph rend the vaulted skies I 
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Oh, cruel man ! — why cruelly severe ! — 
Were it uot nobler pleasure's prey to spare 1 
Far better left to range his native wood, 
The mountain's brow, and brave the rapid flood : 
Still let him with his wild companions stray. 
He might again the geu'rous deep repay. 
Tir d of these sports we pass to yonder shades, 
Where foaming flow O'SuLLi van's cascades! 
Where rifted rocks roird by tb' encreasing floods, 
And massy fragments, seem to rend the woods. 
Hercy grows the holly — there ^ the stately oak, 
Tho^ tempest-beaten, yet by time unbroke. 
See there, the hazel ! — here, the laurel grows, 
And there, Pomona all her beauty shews. 
Far other scenes attempt we to explore, 
Butlo! the Lake extends her sway no more. 
Full twice sev'n miles she murmurs thro' the plain, 
Where peace, and love, and harmony still reign. 
Thro* many a lawn she cuts her liquid way. 
And rolls her wat'ry tribute to the sea. — 

Now on the stream behold the floating line. 
And flies fictitious on the surface shine. 
The finny race now view the golden bait. 
But ah ! what dangers life's allurements wait ! 
What tempting ills seduce us ev'ry hour ; 
The slaves of passion and temptations pow'r ! 
The mottled trout beholds the gaudy fly, 
Alas ! too soon ordain'd by man to die ! 
He quickly rises — seizes the fell bait. 
And finds too soon, the treachery, tho' late. 
In vain he flutters to maintain his life, 
Whislt youth delighted, plies the wily strife. 
Now to extend the line — and now restrain. 
His efl^orts struggling with reluctant pain : 
The speckled prey a captive now is held. 
Like the wing*d victim of the furrow'd field ! 
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See Dumloe's castle rising from tbe tide, 

Hemm'd in by lawns and groves on ev'ry side : 

Around whose seat what silver currents flow! 

W hat flow'rsywhat fruits,wbat shades promiscoous grow. 

Behold the land now rising from the flood. 
And view where once a stately city stood ! 
Here tow'ring castles once the hill adorn'd, 
And sacred churches ruined how and scorn' d. 
See tbe fani^d ehnrcb-yard where lie many dead ! 
Tbe long-wept patriot, from his country fled : 
To heav'ns high regions where tbe good are seen, 
And where the just have long unclouded been. 
What solemn scenes ! for friendship ever lost ! 
For hopes now blasted, and for loves long crost ! 
What plaintive notes : bow melancholy — slow, 
Rais'd their fond sorrows swelling ev'ry woe ! 
Oh, rise description ! here attune thy lays, 
And deal around thy censure and thy praise : 
Mark where fall'n virtue withers on life's tree! 
Where rots vain pomp — where rests the patriot, see ! 
Of polish'd manners note the lamp-worn sage, 
Whose happy lore enrich^ the classic page. 
View the fam'd Bard, as Hybla's houey sweet ; 
E'en in the grave the muses' honor meet. 
Tread soft, each foot, no insult reach that tongue, 
That oft so charm'd, and long so sweetly sung : 
Tho' silent now, yet sacred still to fame, 
Ne'er fading bloom shall mark his mach-lov'd name ; 
E'en I, whose strains can boast no heav'n taught- rage, 
Low in the dust my future strains engage. 
Life's air-drawn hopes^ how transient and how vaiO) 
Virtue's the boast that only can remain ; 
Then, why should perishable man regard 
Its flitting joys, but aim at worth's reward.— 
See, here, the good, and there the miser see, 
Here, tyrants rest (if rest for such can be,) 
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There Id one dull promiscuous ruin lie, 

The old— the young— the beautiful —the sly. 

That rosy maid whom none unmov'd could view, 

Sleeps here alas ! and lost her orient hue ! 

No more, her eyes shall beam benignant grace, 

No more, shall virtue blossom in her face. 

Wept see fair virtue— vice still scorn'd behold, 

And own old GitiPfi for ever damn'd by gold. 

Part we these scenes ! such scenes can never please, 

Lament the just, and hope for better days : 

Turn we where warm devotion takes the heart, 

And cloister'd learning can its aid impart. — 

Rich happier place! where virtue's train appear, 

Ascend to bliss, add still adorn the year. 

There, pious Vigils, fervent mattins glow, 

There, pants the bteast, its Maker's praise to shew. 

Blush !—bludh!— ambition, while religion calls 

From the deep silence of these holy walls ; 

She calls to rouse thee from thy fatal gloom. 

And place fair virtue in oppression's room, 

To teach that grandeur, pomp and lordly pow'r, 

Feel the world's vanity and death's dread hour. 

And, oh! (what lesson to presumptuous man) 
Behold, with slow, sad steps, the funeral van ! 
Led to the grave, ambition, pride, and wealth, 
That boasted beauty, strength, and blooming health ! 
Swept from its joys, onwarn'd and unprepar'd, 
Tho' but few moments past since beav'n he dar'd ! 
Ah ! how unlike HuManus ! whose kind hand 
DijBfus'd each hour, it's blessings o'er the land ! 
Warm'd the cold heart, the shiv'ring arphan cheer'd 
Who died lamented, as he liv'd, rever'd ! 
See the full tears fast water ev'ry grave ! 
While weeping friendship mourns the good and brave ! 
Mark the fond parent, child, and brother weep ! 
See, dress'dy with flow' rets, i^elatives here sleep ! 
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Ah! what a loud and melancholy cry? 

How heaves each heart, fond nature'^ heaviest sigh ! 

Behold yon virgin, clad in orient bloom, 

Like a fair statue, o*er a mother's tomb ! 

Id vain Belinda hangs a drooping head ! 

In vain she calls her from the silent dead ! 

She weeps, she sighs, — and weeps, and sighs, again, 

Still weeps, and sighs, and weeps, and sighs, in vain ! 

Sweet pensive maid, ah ! droop thy head no more, 

May heav'n thy strength and fortitude restore ! 

For, vain thy sorrows— vain ambition's bust, 

Nor birth, nor powers distinguish'd in the dust. 

The peasant's mattock, like the sceptre seen. 

Claims equal rank, along this lowly green ! — 

See the fond youth a father's fate deplore ! 

View the sad widow, cheer'd by love no more ! 

Rend her white breast! — and oh! the lover view, 

With tears fast trickling, like the May-morn dew ! 

Mark the lorn mother, weep her only boy. 

Her pride !— her hope ! — her comfort ! — and her joy ! — 

Seem not the languid sadly-drooping weeds, 

Here to condole, with ev'ry heart that bleeds ? 

Where drowsy poppies shed their mournful dews, 

And rain-fraught cowslips weep with weeping yews ! 

Look round each dreary monument of woe ; 

Feel for life's sorrows— yet with fervor glow, 

To that pure source— redemption's loving God, 

Who cheers with hope !— and breaks death's ebon rod ! 

Now when the cruel unrelenting Danesy 
With tyrant stride trod o'er leme^s plains ; 
When her fam*d rising cities they ^nnoy'd. 
Her towns demolish'd, and her tow'rs destroy'd : 
Fam'd Aghadoe their pow'rs had long withstood, 
'Till crimson'd o'er with pure Milesian blood : 
Till savage war effac'd their wealth and pride. 
And ev'ry hero bravely fought and dy'd. — 
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Fell war ! that mow*d each chief whom fame purso'd. 
And all Norwegta'9 sous in Iris/i blood imbrued. 
Lo ! '* as the son emerging from a cloud,^' 
Rush'd war-famM Boron on th* embattled crowd ! 
Th' ensanguin'd plain confess*d his mighty hand ; 
And streams of gore awaited his command ! 
What direfol fate o'er Denmark' fi chief impends? 
He lost theday, his brothers, sons, and friends! 
How rag'd that fray ? — Clontarf thy shades can tell ! 
What God-like heroes in that battle fell ! 
O ! long-lov'd, lost— fam'd Bryan, let me here. 
One moment drop the tributary tear ! 
Thy fall shall oft the muse's page adorn, 
And future bards in patriot strains shall mourn ! — 

Blest happy vale, may loftier bards long tell 
Thy Tempe.fields — and all thy praises swell ; 
May thy mines rival rich Golconda^s store, 
And diamonds ever glitter on thy shore, 
Long in thy shades, may shepherds pipe their lays* 
Adorn thy lawns, and consecrate thy praise. 
Msiv^eet strong barges ever grace thy flood. 
And bounding deer long ornament thy wood.— 
Thro' Pleasure's scene — from care we still retire. 
And taste alternate ev'ry chaste desire ; 
Feel the soft balm of Friendship's lenient hand, 
And still the hospitable board command. 

What other tracts IsRNEin thy scope, 
Can vie with this to raise the poet's hope ? 
Say where does Flora richer flow'rs bestow > 
Or where more sweetly can Pomona blow ? 
Where does loud Winter shew more gentle rage ? 
Where can his tempests easier conflicts wage ? 
Tell, where so sweet, so beautifully wild, 
Care and fell Sorrow, see their woes beguil'd ? 
Ah much'lov'd, dear, and long-enchanted ^(?/^ 
To walk thy lawns be still my happy lot ! 
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With Na(ure*8 pencil thy fair scenes to draw, 
And hold each Curl and Lintot still in awe. 

Hrnce, to the Villa bend we now onr way, 
Where all looks neat, and hospitably gay; 
Where virgins fair are fairer to be seen 
Than the fair lillies on the fairest green ! 
Where fam'd Kenmarb has ev'ry learning priz'd, 
Where lovers rais'd — with bounty patronised; — 
Hisgen'rous hand, by fortune amply blest. 
Saw art, like nature, on the soil imprest ! 
Like RANCELLEN^retir'd from flitting joys. 
His native place alone his care employs; 
Drawing his prospects from the patriot's laws, 
He hourly labours in his country cause; 
Hear jarring discord dares not shew her face ; 
Vice, and her sons, are driven to disgrace ! 
From Galwa7's^ virtues flow such blessings still, — 
GALWAY,t wlio rules obedient to his will ; 
The rebel crowd ; — he sways with lenient hand. 
To serve his Sovereign, and protect the land. 
Such, O ! Kenmarb, the virtues of thy breast. 
The laws defending, and when blessing blest ! — 

Ah! ye whom false illusive joys attract. 
Abroad to squander, and, at home, contract, 
Unwieldly debts, in pleasure's lap to spend. 
While the sunk tenant's bleeding heairt you rend ; 
Blush— blush'-r-and mend— this bright example view. 
Correct proud folly, and Kenmarb pursue, — 

Farewell, lov'd fields ! a longaad last adieu ! 
Farewell each valley ! each delighting view ! 
Sweet scenes, adieu !*-oh ! take your Bard'd farewell ! 
A Bard who wishes all your scenes to tell : 
Thine are the blessings Continents can't bopyt. 
Thou fairest Flower of Ireland^% happy coa9t. 

• See Marsha Lii'f Travels through Denmarkt for the Oliaractor of tbit 
incomfmrable NobLemon Count Rancelleji. 

i CHRi8T0PHERGALWAT,£sq. wfaoandertfaeuppointineiitof Lord KmuARE 
vrith unremitting vigilance^ administers inflexible Justice in the Town. 



PREFACE TO THE GIANTS' CAUSEWAY, 



THE Gi'anfs Causeway is so sablime, so interesting an 
object of contemplation to an inquisitive mind, that 
•even Fancy is bewildered in the investigation of its origin 
and rational properties. Whether we view it as an ope- 
ration of Nature, a work of Art, or one of those stupen- 
dous productions efEected by Chance in a convplsion of 
the Elements, is, at best, but matter of mere speculation, 
and consequently baffles every effort of research or en- 
<j[uiry on any rational ground. The scene, however, is 
so perfectly magnificent, so much above the rank of or- 
dinary comprehension, that Industry and Ingenuity uni- 
ted, are visibly inadequate to its illustration in full dis- 
play ; or conveying a just idea of its wonderful and un- 
accountable properties to an ordinary enquirer. 

Yet that scene, so pregnant with wonder, so fascina- 
ting to a curious beholder, so perfectly conformable to 
the most elevated sentiments of sublimity and beauty, 
affords so little of that diversity, that perceptible variety, 
so necessary to enliven descriptive poetry, that Genius 
is cramped, and Fancy so shackled, that the finitude of 
the parts in their different relations to the whole, bewil- 
der the imagination in a maze of doubt and perplexity, 
i^nd consequently involves the Fancy within narrow, 
er bounds than the collective magnitude of the object 
naturally inspires. 

I was not avrare of these complicated impediments 
until i ha4|;otten beyond my reach, when perseverance, 
was iinc^vpidable and industr]^ was the sole alternative 
Ibad tp resort to, so asto avoid sinking as well in my own 
estimation as that of the public. I can claim no merit 
from the :nndertaking but that of avoiding prolixity, and 
pointing out a subject well worthy the notice and atten* 
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tiOD of those, who, by a diligent exertion of brighter ta- 
lents, wonld render it well woriby of generous notice, 
and consequent admiration. 

The work being necessarily to avoid the poetical odium 
of '* iiring out patience ^ or misleading sense,*' as much as pos- 
sible, — I was advised by my learned friends, to lop off 
the excrescences of Killamey, and republish it, in its pre- 
sient form, so as in some measure to aim at furnishing a 
more ample fund for the entertainment of a numerous 
and tespectable number of Subscribers and Friends. 

The elegies and other pieces subjoined, being gene- 
rally written extempore, can only claim the merit of 
good intention. 

The Itinerary to Killarney, being republished with an 
addition acquired by later pursuits since Its first publi- 
caiion, in order to render that species of information 
more entertaining, will I trust, make such an intrusion 
on the reader's patience, (a venial trespass,*) as con- 
sequently will not render the cognizance of that acci/ft>7^ 
spirii which too frequently usurps a precedence in the 
Chancery of common reason and common justice on 
critical decisions. 

" Xor stijffers Horace more in wrong iratulationf, 
•" By-mit, than CriHcs in as whmg yuotaiions." 

To palliate the errors and inconsistencies, I havia un- 
avoidably, (sometimes imperceptibly) fallen into, would 
appear fulsome, particularly to those whose judgment 
stands firm on the l>asls of rectitude, and consequently 
wish to be pleased on moderate terms, ri^ther than un- 
dertake the drudgery of a cynical cavil, which all the 
chaff of Baccalini would scarcisly compensate. — I have 
written, because leisure and inclination indnced me to 
do so ; 1 havd persevered partly from the same motives, 
and more particularly from the flattering estimate form- 
ed on what I have written, by such friends as taste and 
judgment have long pronounced competent judges of 
literary merit. 
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But, I amstili aware, throogh partialityioseparablefronr 
friendship, many persons might place my errors in such ib 
point of view, as to bias an opinion otherwiseapproaching 
to infallibility. That I have generally written in ahurry^ 
is certainly tme ; but I will not, cannot, make the bare 
apology of not having leisnre or inclination to correct 
or improve my writings, for the greater part at least ^ 
nor do I neglect those necessary aids, which reason 
points ont to aspiring genins. Tet, I am perfectly con- 
vinced that with all the industry I did, or conld exert 
on the occasion, there is still an ample field for malice 
and ill nature to play in. — That I mnst submit to a fate 
frequently and wofully experienced by my betters ; and 
is most trne, must either fall by the shafts of Severity, or 
rise on the wingsof Indulgence. 

That all my unlettered Readers are, or will soon be* 
come,, not only critically (but hypercritically) knowings 
I do not ohuse to deny from a love of care> and a wish, 
of being read : but whether such Critics in the aggregate 
are indebted to vanity or merit for prudence is reserved, 
to those who act without consideration, and speak with- 
out thinking. There are some, indeed, not a few of 
such Critics, or rather Yaticides, whose censures would^ 
be equally grateful to my feelings, as the plaudits of worth, 
and discernment ; for though 

" AU Kwnan race wculdfoin he witSf, 
** And miiUons miss for one thai hits*** 

These motly millions make as horrid a buzz about living 
Authors as a swarm of Summer 6ies about a dead car- 
rion. However, 1 possess, and shall always enjoy th^ 
comfort of intending well; and if such intention.be not 
productive of the effects it was honestly meant to pro? 
dnce, I have only to regret the want of those powers 
which constitute the art of pleasing ; and hope, that if 
neglected or forgotten,, censure will be drowned m 
oblivion. 
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Hail I Architect divine ! Whagiv'st mine eye 
To view^ those scenes, which 6'uiiian art defy : 
Rocks tbroh*d on rocks^ stupendous work display, 
Where awful horrors hold eternal sway ; 
Where all the group so magically new. 
So deep, so wild, and wonderful to viiew ; 
Where dreary caverns deep, impress dismay. 
And interc(ictioh lours on Phoebus" ray : 
where countless prodigies thy skill declare, 
whose models Artists to their coiintries bear ; 
Bat vain their efforts, such bold scenes to draw. 
And vain is Art to mo^el Nature's law ; 
Sooner shall man Man from scientific lore. 
Number the pebbles on the sea-Iash'd shore ; 
Sooner.be stars to calculation just, 
And graves restore an individuf^l dust, 
Than thy, great Causeway, Architect divine ! 
In equal splendor by description shine. 

Thp' the admir'd Colossus lives to fame. 
And Pompey^s Pi^ar full distinction claim ; 
To just renown, and strike Attention's eye,^ 
Here nobler scenes in wild disorder lie. 
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What height ! what gloom ! what magnitude ! what form ! 

How prompt each vjew to live id fame ai^ij charm 1 

Pillars half scattered — angles— concave sides ; 

In whose projection sportive Nature pridei^. 

The cliffs stupendaoos, wQi^d'rons to beJtiold, 

O'erlook the Main, majestically b.old : •. 

Its awful heigrhts above thV Atlantic ruse* 

Burst through, the iplopds ,a^d iqtejrcepjt f jie. ski^ : 

Natnre convuls'd tills wood'ron^ work b»s done., 

Prond to complete a grand phenQivp^pn. 

Lo ! to PoRTRUSH this awfuf wr^ck extends. 

Where shade with sb^de» and pile with pile contends i. 

Horror on horror v^ri|9gate8 the sceni^ . 

To intersper^^ tb' unequal sbcides between. 

Prismatic c^ol|])|qQp8 on ^acb sjd^ are hejre; 

In regular confusion^ ^^11 ^pjf fiat I 

To cont^mplatj^ Ui^ w))ole, so wild, soy^st; 
Wonder's oriterion iSy b^ far, §urpast: ' 
Those stately pil|^s (|pl)g by time imbrQw^'<|) . . 
In all tbaf s gref^t f nd marvellous abound : 

In density and form thjBse piles agree,. 
Still unimpair'd and from disorder; free, : 
Such solid yestigi^s ^{ liquid fire, 
The more we contemplate, i\k^ mojre admire ; 
One i^^aveirsi^Utan^a^df tamps thpw^ : 

And with an)^z^fnf9nt.$res th' enraptur'H soul. 

Reason's bewilder'd, ^b^ this work we yiewj^ ; . 
And leaver l^c^pkipd in doubt anci darkness tpo ; 
Darkness and doub|ty at once impress the heart. 
So clear th' analogy 'twix^'Cba)ace and aft* . ^ ^j , 

Behold yon M.olcf ! projecting o'er ^I^ 4^P r : 
The torrid fusion of the Mountain sfceg-j 
Basaltic pillars in due order pil'd; . 
Basaltic row8-~magnificiently wUd : 
The petrid ho;pLeycoml;»s inajestie stan^* 
To prove the work of mor^ t^an mor^l hand ^ 
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Their concave sockets and their convex sides. 
No harsh assnolt of time or tide divides. 
When Spahi*s Armada hoverM on our coast 
In vain parade, an awe-inspiring host ; 
This mimic fortress they with rage assail*d, 
But all their efforts at annoyance fail'd ; 
Experience soon, the secret did impart, 
That Nature's bulwark mocks the pow'r of Art. 

The leading Promontories of this shore. 
Are at Fatr-head and beautiful Bengorer 
Superior far, to all the rest in state. 
And, Atlas-like, superlatively great. 
These — with the wonderis of the coast around, 
To Taste appears a more than fairy-ground : 
Where Nature views with more than mimid Art, 
To feast the fancy, and delight the heart. 
Unnumbered capes— unnumbered pillars, seeT 
In tow'ring columns of variety : 
The fluted rocks arrayed in proud display ; 
Th' inchan ting landscape that impends the Bay { 
All— all in unison, at once combine, 
To manifest an Architect divine : 
For nought beside could such a work advance, 
Too wild for art — too regular for chance. 

Pleaskin, thy cumb'rous bulk, enormous height r 
Pregnant, at once, with wonder and delight ; 
In all the dignity of native pride. 
Resists the storms and braves the whelming tide. 
Such various, peerless beauties to rehearse 
Inspire the Muse, and dignify the verse ; 
But ah : what Muse, since tuneful Pope is dead,. 
This devious path with confidence can tread ! 
Or with the splendor of poetic fire. 
Glow with the rays such awful scenes inspire ^ 

There colonnades o'er colonnades appear. 
And lo ! the neat basaltic pillars here, 
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Arraog'd with splendor, and extended wide ; 
Id grand confusion show their stately pride. 
Volcanic prodigies we here behold, 
At once so mar^rellous, sublime, and bold! 
At once unrivall'd is the work, complete. 
At once tremendous, wonderful, and great. 

Ten thousand pillars decorate the strand. 
Completely lock'd, that will for ever stand ; 
Their symmetry — arrangement — termination, 
Distinction claim in all their just gradation. 
The ochral piles that these tall cliffs adorn, 
Ting'd by the ruddy radiance of the morn : 
The rough, rude rocks, that seem at once to brave 
The roaring thunders of the surgy wave; 
The dusky vaults where death-like horrors weep, 
And fiitill reverb the horrors of the deep, 
Those long-lost beauties of each splendid pile. 
Surpass the long-faro'd beauties of our Isle ; 
Complete a scene for fancy to admire, 
And rouse the Painter's and the Poet's fire. 

Farewell! thou source of horror and delight — 
Thy smiling day, thy never-ending night ; 
Thy wild Cathedrals, clad in awful gloom — 
Thy fairy regions, that for ever bloom — 
Thy awful sceixes, magnificently hurPd, 
To form the leading wonder of the world ! 
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O iSwii (neque enim ignari sumus antb maloruftt) 
O passi graviora : dahit Deus his quoqv^Jmem. 
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LilFE's but a bubble and its joys replete 
With each fond hope that heightens the deceit; 
Blaze when it will, 'tis Fancy cheers the gloo:m— 
The lamp but serves to light ns to the tdmb. . 
When Man revolves his self-important state. 
His transient glory deadens at his fate. 
This serious truth the studious Syntax found, 
Whose learned lumber did the world astound. 

Full forty years the painful task he bore, 
Of mending manners and extracting gore : 
His flippant tongue perpetual motion kept ; 
And e'en was known to labour when he slept. 
Beneath his care a truant group had met, 
Whose practice was to labour and forget : 
Who rather chose to suffer all than plod, 
Tho' scar'd by frowns, and conjur'd with the rod : 
Of these was I— and many a scar I knew, 
Too faithful follower of the heedless crew ; 
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Too oft my tears tiad issu'd to deplore 
The dire Syotactic sytnbojs that I bore.. 
To forward youth io regular gradation,. 
The learned sage reourr'd to.flageilatioB ; 
Which task (whereia be was coqpipletely skili'd) 
Without disorimiaatioa he fulfilled,/ V / 

'Tillsixty years.Of more elaps'd bad^ been ; . .. * * 
And '* dust to dust,;' at last had cWsM the ^cen^ ! . ^ 

Of him na mof e the atory'4 wonder rups ; 
No more the ale-^hoase echo's with l^is puns : 
No gaping crowd ahall buzz in^ his app(au3e \ ■ \ 
No rustic urge him to expound, the la w;s» 
FaU'n is the sage !--fand tiedrn the village school^ 
Where once he juov'd and spoke, ^and taught by rule: 
Here whilst beeway'd the mighty rod of pow'r, 

Oft^wAa ilia tboaghtlful. visage IpAo^n to lour. 

■ ■■..» 

By various UHfiT hcf labour'4 still to rise^ . 

And e'en in tf iflei^ trifled to be wise: - ; , : 

Where'er he wentheseetu'd absor'd in thought^ 

And Nature's wonders to explpre he sought. 

Slow was his gait, and solemn wer^ bis looks^ 

Severe his censures both on men and. bppks,; : . ^ 

To livenin' contract was his constant; wf^y, , . 

Gay with the serious-^-serioi:^ witb the gay ; 

He stood unmatoh'd for singulai; attirer--^ 

For'wit9'ba!ve modes, that wits alone admijre. , 

Clear as the JM^Aw Orack hea^ke^ ;, ; 

Nor lost coBiiexion— nor a QODcor4 ^<M^e ; 

In force of 'strfle and literary: glare, . . < . . , 

Both Punch add' Ratteen IMs inferiors were : , . 

Of tales;' t^oailndr urns, legendary lore, 

The Pars4^,«rrtbe Squire hadsoajrcely more ;, . ^ 

Confessed a ^eer, each qbarm he could dispel, 

Tho' Dsenonsbatch'd and brougl^t them fortjU ia hell^- 

Fancy poiirtray the nuin^Qf wisjdomffiQw, f |A^ 

In all'ftis'shirdwd solemnity of brow, ' 
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To passing crowds to prove Us fand of lore. 
Id either lock, a batch of pens he bore ; 
His batton a full jill of ink snstain'd ; 
A scourge his office, and his might explained : 
A box of horn with cnrioua figures grac'd,. 
Supply'd his nostrils and confirm'd his taste. 
His nutbrown pipe and brazen-beaded cane, . . 
DaKzled alike the vulgar and the vain : 

His sun-burnM beaver-^Cumberland all o'er, 

From twenty-one to sixty-three he wore ; 

His motly Caxon matted and dishevil'd. 

Still prov'd the Wearer by the wig bedevil'd ; 

His coat, bis vest, his soulKcap, and hid hese. 

The stern eccentric did at once disclose ; 

Besides the gaskins that approach'd bis toe, 

Wav'd with the wind and brush'd the brogues belaw. 

In such strange geerhe wasso long bedight, 

The world pronoune'd him^a pre- Adamite.. . - 

Here as I trace bi« fame hi-serions guise,. • 

Methinks I see the Miw*^2>rri>r*rise, 

For still his looks are present to my .view, . 

And all the sufTrings of my youth renew ! 

But he's no more l^and peace attend his shade^ . 

For many azealons^^fEorlhasho-made, . 

In spite of indolence,- neglect, and play v.:; > ;. 

And all those charms which youthful minds betray. • 

'Twas still his wish the .truant to reclaim. 

And lash the stripling dunderhead to shame;- 

So nauseous med 'cities tfao^ they mayofFend, 

The sweetsof profit with the bitter blend. 

Beneath yon elm whose boughs extend to shade. 
Where Syntax oft liis learning had displayed ; 
A passing trairel^er ' viewed him with <sarprize, 
Leant on his staff to feast bis ears and eyes, ... 
Gaz'd, and still gaz'd'; fatsdefpth of sense averr'd, 
Thank'd his kind stars for all he saw and heard : 



Sigh'd— shook his head— extolFd the school-boy's lot, 
And nrg'd the social comfort of a pot : 
Ad invitation so politely org'd, '. 
Attached the sage, until cosspletiely gorg'd : 
For, tho' be ne'er wasirobwii to spend a groat, 
An onbougbt cop, fall off, lias prov'd bis fault. 

Oh, step-dame fortune ! bere my griefs renege, 
When frequemt draughts tbefence of thoughts o^ertbreir, 
And cups like learning, If we fairly dip. 
Create new. thirst, and still we wish to istp ; 
Nor groans,^ nor sighs, nor pray'rs/Dor tears could win ; 
For all was rage and anarchy within, 
'Till trembling, faint, and faiUAl to* the toubby 
Each blister'd palm^ bad proved he drank too niucb. 

If e'er conducted by preoariona chance. 
Beside the rill we:trlp tiieiiarmless dance. 
To sootiie the &mine of a Summer^sday ; 
Fearful to go-^and yet afraid to stay. 
While beinvok'd the souUehliT-uibg pow'r. 
And social draughts abridgU the- genial hour. 
As the wing'd cen tinel at distance guards, • 
Itscackliogmates,!andev'ry. peril wards; '• 
Doubtful in trust.we watch'd the distant bourns, 
Shar'd ev'ry toil and truanted by ituriis ; 
And plac'd more glory in a safe retritot. 
Than cautious Nelson when 6e sav'd the fleet. 
Long as the .Tillage oracle he reign'd,.: 
Long had hearguied and the point maintaiii'd ; 
Long at th0 crowded chapel did be ope • 
The blazing wonders of each flow'ry trope ; 
And, strange to tell, tho* foil'd, he kept the field. 
Since right or wrong, :benbver stooped to yield. 
For, as in fightings 'tis in arguing so. 
The crowing cock still terminates the blow. 
He clearly told wbfto Sol wduM set and rise, 
And e'er he was consulted would advise ; 
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So justly form'cl. bis geogV4>hio plitii,( 
He plac'd Barbadoiefii io tbe. I^eolMlKiyv ,..i . • r »" 
A continent be clearly pi^ay-d EyOwk^i % - e «m) i.t' ' «• ^ 
And southern sea- eontcAQMi .to a.€Ke^f,if ^j ti'i'^^'t^/ 
At country, weddiufi oft didrb».iBiD play, i:' ^i '< i>^ /" • 
His magio^ to cortaUIhe bridal 90^:. .^ti . '...jn-^f: •' 
Did but«^M9«ttbpfoM.o/iHieaT'a.defofiiiivv . ^tn t^'- 
'Tw/Ni H0U or SyntiU ofNik)or'd4i|i.4h0:t(^ini'b'Mi <>«''-/ 
Surcharged wit^;#bbh^]^'if;bi reeled Uwaaylmiij ^ ^ /v 
That too muolij^rililig lornid tbe sagp^'a JMraa»4i o a^. i 
Hi9 weUrkBOffQiftoM/morro loittible.tp pIop,;J<^Mlv . v.>i 

In milly in forge, aod in tobaooo.sbop^ .,1.; ^^^ -f i'f^ ^^'i 
His woefoldittieswoefiiiiy: were sungy: r >.ii'iin.'ri ic 1 
Whilst hUl» and daks with gleeful tomolt ifpradg s J . ^: . 
He bled, sung bigti*ma8tHDoiaff,aQd wartaorttdrew,}! 
Devis'd petitions And tlidentkifes tpo:c : :: -..» */. .if«u 
He dealt in ri4dl#8,'iiolF-d the neighbours' dreana^^:' f/ ' 
And knew the sev'ttwute JUasiere by iheir namefy > ; r; ^ . ^ 
Some swore, b^dic^t'iastrdlogypretend/in'j}! .u >i\^. 

Restored tpstbnttadr apd old ^ratohesniettd^ «^.iou^^ £i/.. 
Consulting swalnAagainstbard limes be waru'd^^ 
He mark'd newJinen^ afidoldfaosahedara'dli'' ^' ' 
To all 1^ pupUsiand the peasants <near, < i'^i (tttoit 

His faithful ring* told; rtiim thro' half th^ year .f ' '» ^ f !» '^ 
His diary appris'd. them of itfaefalrf^ :, ••'-.'is!:: 1. <.. 

His admQnitinnsiitlll expeU'd their cares, u o.)i. iu 
His voice enrich'd the labonrs of the muse, 
A nd charm'd ihe hamlet ipben he read the neiwA* ^ ; 

He could foretell; the eelipfeo^er and o*er, ,.i' /^^^ 
That Grant and LofaJrisAr had toldbefore^^ ^ i*^ i-' ^^'i 
Could comnteraet, apeU^'cha^ni andidcanti^tioni' ^ « '^ 
And wizards keep in due subordinations ('; ' ^i' < ^vi; !. 
Deep skill'd was be inomens and prognoetics^- -^^ * «^' 
And prompt and prone t' inrestigtKte acrestiW;^^ ' > ^' ' 
Next to the parish qnaiek in fame was he'^^ i c h: 1 ., •. 
Next to the clei^ in rev'Tenoe and degree. v l i ' 
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For agues, tootb-acbes, epilepsis, bips, 

So potent bis arcanams and recips. 

That boT'ring dsBinons be completely sbock*d, 

And old Pandora's box for ever lock'd : 

So great bis skill and varji^y display'd, 

Tbe world prdn6'oii<!»**Wte'-ir2fe*4^^ 

Witb fertile genius — quick invention blest, 

Not Auburn's pedant balf bis fame possest. 

But wbat avails eacb flitttfiSbg ^lan be drew ? 

Was it for nought on Fancy's wing be flew ? 

Wa»it for nought thd rostiq^swnes He song ?i{'l ^^ ,. j^ - 

When sweet discordance trickled from his tongue. 

Soft as the murmurs of meandering Tweed, 

When highland bagpipes drown the Doric reed : 

E'en I with wonder beard bis native lay, 

Rebears'd bis songs and|Cbaunted on my way ; 

Could one short eve account for all be writ, 

And prove each strain a miracle of wit. 

But chaog'd the tim^, and diang'd the scenes we saw/ 

When smiles were f trfasooi nod Wbeai wblt^ . W/^^ law. 

But now noveistigeol.tbQman^ni^PjB^, ».!;/) . .^v 

No witcraft no^hiawionted itmesusttiii^ ; i., h 

No lettered friend) to VNurfehiaifaleappearS),, s\\i ' '" 

No son of genius batbeis his urn with 1eaiV9,v ! • . r^ ' 

His unfrequented sepiikdiir6> displays^ •;.':.> t >n i . ' ' 
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A wreath of ttoiions wieedst instead of rjbaysi: 'r?i 
Pet while tnylkya^siirvive the wreck ofliine, 
Syntax shall rd^ in; conseorikted thyme txq 11 

The muse <hettaoght'fci. youth ila;weepw ^^hall give 
The faitbfol^dnioght^ and bid thoportcaUi liiM> lA 

*, :. .'17 i*" I I i i'x Hi.iti .» till liV i )i "^ 

i'rji. 'u^,^.^ 0/t.:. r.... ryj,,f i y.',"f ' '•'*' 

♦ ' •'It . Miii'. J/ t.-^ C :.\t\'r 

• \»i.» I Hi'. » r .1, |i .; :^ . ij.i* f . . t'l' ' ' 
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THE RECIbEST. 



TO 



Most Noble the MiMrquis of Anglesey, 



&c. &c, &c. 



tAieent rtdde nottnt Auf hone patriai; tfc, '^c— Hora. 
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iLLDSTRiocrs ViOBROT ! Hefo as thoa art, 
Accept th' effusions of an honest heart ; 
To THEE CoNNATlA's hamble Mase aspires^ 
Unequal far to what the theme requires : ? y : ! 
Fir'd with the deeds of that resplendent name, 
So eminently good-^so dear to fame ; ; '^ 
With onfeign'd joy we^ ^aiFd the gloribns day, . . 
That safely brought thee cross EblamJl's bay : 
Caress'd at sighti— no sooner seen, than Iby 'd, . . 
Mild to all parties-— by all men appror'd ; r 
Whose Worth, not grandeur, dolh . our tribute raise, 
Whose innate goodness claims ithe {Public :t)raiia$i' . 
Review, my Lord, each scene that here appears. 
In the wide circle of nine hundred years ;^ 
Think what dire evils have convuls'd our State, 
Like Delos toss'd amid the waves of fate; 
Oh ! think what charms from Liberty arise. 
And deign to hear a wretched Nation's cries. 
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As Titus good— as Antoninus jast, 

Protect I ERNE-^yet fulfil thy trust. 

Her Prince-^her (jluardiri/tr-i^er Belov^dr^her A 

She calls thee now, add long she hopes, to cAll ; 

In thee she joys-^fot- tbee her Poeta aing. 

In tbee, my Lord, she views her absent King ! 

Hear, then, her pray'r^-maintaio thy heroic name, 

Think Ireland's canse and England's cause the same. 

As pregnant clouds by diie degrees expand. 

And pour down plenty o'er the smiling land ;- 

O'er fertile fields lind Tragtant beds of flow'rs. 

The honied dews fall in^ delicious show!rs. 

Just so, your presence' on Ieenb fell, 

Bade Commerce flourish, and niade Art excel ; . 

Bade morals, deeds, and philosophic zeal, 

O'er persecution's iron rod prevail. 

Hail, noble Anglesey !^so good, so great ! 

Fierce in the field-^in civic pomp sedate: 

By Nature form'd, to soar as well as shine. 

Our morals, manners, land our taste refine ; 

Yes, forn^'d 10 ey'ry scene to awe, and please, 

Blend wit wit^. pomp, and dignity with ease : 

And quell tbia hurricane of hpman storms, 

That shakes a Nation, apd a State deforms ; 

Chase Bigotry from our distracted Isle ! 

And o'er thp land make peace and plenty smile : 

Make longploat Union thro' the Kingdom reign, 

While.YoiJ her glory and her rights maintain ; 

Let Euicope ppen all her friendly ports, 

Where peace resides, and Briton's flag resorts ; 

That WB, piirtakers of her wealth and trade. 

May boast our Faith and Loyalty repaid ; 

Then ev'ry worship in religion's cause. 

No longer murmurs 'neath their Penal Laws ; 

But pastoral virtue on the plains revive. 

And good example with its precepts strive 
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To spread tbe bliss that o'er A|u:;adia reign'd. 
And make our land a ^* Paradiij^ Regained*" 
Britons shall then their dig^oity long ke^p, ... 
To wield the Trident of tbe storiny deep : 
Long shall with honor their expaaded sails, 
Triamphani swell with either: I ndia'^ g^l^ : 
While Prinoely Paobt gladdws ev>y plain, 
And Ireland smiles beneath thy h|ippy> rei^Pv. 
Then shall the Poet and the Painter^s art, . 
Thy mind and mieti to future jtiqaes impart : . . 
In Golden Characters t' impress thy praise, ' 
Which prompt my wishes and inspire my lays : 
Tet, tho' their tribute to theic Fate*« oq^n^igi^'d, 
Thoult reign immortal in a Nation's, m^ivi ! / 
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TO 0*K£LLt/ ON HIS ;WE9T£RN BUDOXOLOfilSr. . i 

• » " t . . . . ; , > . . • , 

Thou dosf tbe'mlrror up to nature hold, < i i .^ 

As Sbakespear'sprecepthlBith prederib'd bf'old '• 
Where virtue bids tte sweet-tongu'd Po^t smito. 
Harmonious numbers grace the placid styW.* ' ^ - 
Where vice uplifts tp vie^ hirrhiddotisrform, ■•■ 
Just censure swells the bold satiric ertbrm,' ' 

The patriot zeal that spurns the servile yoke, ^ 
Basks in thy. praise ; whilst tyfai^ feel thy stiroke, ^ 
And writhe beneath thy laidi. The miser weeps; 
And e'en inir^rseyobtOUbhhte sordid iteHjps.-' ^ 
No ranklipg ipalice stsiius thy sjpotiess pa|^^ i ' ' 
Which stings those only who disgrace tb4&ge ; 
Let vice then tremble at O'^Kelly's name,' 
The censor, moralist, and Bard of fame. 
Tho' Rome her Senacas and Virgils boast, 

Thou bear'st the palm from all the Aonian host,. 

PHILAftlSTUS. 



THE 



ladDIDlSli&i^ 9(&UIPmi>» 



M08T aUMBLY INSCRIBED TO 



Midor-Gtoneral Sir Bdward BlaikMiery K« & 8* 



Ac. &c. Ae. 



Hail, Far-famed Chief !--BritaiiQia'8 peerless Star t 

Thou awful, thund'ring Thunderbolt of war ! 

Whose heroic deeds have g«in*d such vast applause, 

Whose sword is ready in your couotry's cause — 

To whom auspicious Nature has been kind. 

Blest with a manly figure, and with more manly mind 

Oh ! could 1 boast that mellifluous tongue 

Of the blest Bard, who young Marcellus sung^ 

I'd all your boimdless bravery rehearse^ 

And draw your cannons thond'ring in my verse-^ 

Fam'd BADik JOS* augments your high renowni 

While other townsf your deeds immortal crown i 

Where undismayed you led the noble strifie, 

In quest of honor — prodigal of life : 

Or, bearing forward, nobler fame inspires, 

Wrapt in the centre of conflicting fires, 

• The Englifh lost sevtn OIBcers kiltod and elewB wouidtd; st Um* 
itonniog of Badajos, after twea^ day haidJlgfatlog. 
t AlbuerB> Sftlanaiica^ Pamr^hiM^ Ac, 4c* 4ke. 
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The bold Brigades rush on — and now they broke 

Thro' flames of sulphar, and a night of smoke ! 

As when the God that sways the foamy main, 

Bursts o'er bis bonnds, and sweeps along the plain. 

His rushing, roaring deluges convey. 

Whole bonses, harvests, herds and flocks away. 

Just so, the fearless Fusileers have prest, 

And from their Chief received the stern behest : 

With storm of wrods that nobly did inspire 

Each soldier's breast with more than martial fire. 

(Not so, the coward's tongue can only fight, 

And feet were giv'n him bat to speed his flight.) 

Loud echoing shouts are heard from side to side, 

The gore commix'd with Guadiana's tide^ 

And all the heapy ruins the red'ning river dy'd 

That mingled with the waves the flowing blood. 

And turn'd the crystal to a purple flood. 

Fierce as devouring flames the battle burns, 

And now it rises— now it sinks by turns. 

Here bleeding Britons issued many a groan, ' 

More for their country's wounds th)ftn for their own. 

Now fly the teaden showVd, above, below. 

The deathful balls along the rAknparts^ glow. 

From roaring guns the instant thunder ran^ 

Swords clash with swords, and manoppos'd to itoan. 

Iron and te^d fr6m eartfa^s dftrk caverns torn. 

Like show'rs of hail from either side are borne ; 

So wild the rage of maddet\'d mortals goes, 

Hurling their mother's entrails on their foes. 

Destructive fires in dreadful rage appear. 

And brains and gore the slippW walls besmear. 

Wild ruin— sad distress— untimely fate — 

And weeping woearound the Gauls await. 

Like thieves surpriz'd, whilst they divide their prize, 

Still seeming doubtful where there safety lies. 

Horror was ne'er to such advantage seen. 

As in each Frenchman's meagre-looktng mien. 
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Disorder, death, destruction and disgrace, 
And pale confusion glar'd in ev*ry face. 
They now retire 'mid sbow'rs of leaden ball, 
Thro* flying deaths they stagger^ faint and fall. 
Some threaten lond, while some for quarter cry, 
And some insult, while some in torment die — 
Some stood th' unequal fight, and some retired, 
And throngs on throngs promiscuously expir'd. 
As storms the air, or earthquakes rend the ground, 
Your Fufileers have scattered death around : 
Fierce — gallant-^hrttve-^ih^j fihoi thro' ev'ry place,. 
Driving their foes to flight, and harrying on the chase. 
The Britons now Victorious in the fray, ' 
Mow down the ranks of waf, and nobly gain the day. 

P.S.— Farewell, my Pri^nd ! with dignity e|ate,. 
Great in the field — pre-eminently great ! 
Not here alone, at many a town you bore, 
The hottest fighty and ruPd the loud uprpar ! . 
Your tow'ring soul is ever still the same, 
Unmov'd by. feac — -.yet mov'd by martial fam^. 
Thy Hectorean de^ds must ever sjiine, . 
Beyond eteriial—Kleatble99 and divine. 



THR SOUND SLEEPER. 



Whcin Prisst the gay, to old Gripus was wed. 

Sister wishM b^r motive to know ; 
And vow'd e^er |ih<!d> take the old Mortal to bed » 

She'd lead A pea^ in tb^ Regions below. 
<< As to that," replied: PRlssiTy *< pursue your old plan, 

'< But I beg you'li let iHd pursue mine; . 
'' That old Mortal has settled a thonsa)Qicd per Ann. 

'' And my deer^ be is just Eighty-nine r ? 
'' When this is considered I tbink: Ann you'll own, 

<' That your sister hlui acted quite right : 
^' Tve a tbonsatid inducements to untie my zone 
*' Afid he 9l€epa like a top in the night! ! /" . 
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ADDaSSSED TO THE EARL OF HOWTH. 



Hail noble HowOi !— dmkkt iimy^s tbal swell 
Thy yttaiMal heart, nrhere M ihe virtues dwell ! 
WiU tbett a^eepl oi defgn^ to hear the Jay^y 
The bumble tribote that the Peat pays, 
Blo#m worthy Stolaa, oi aik honor'd Steia 
With added lustre from that sparkling gem ! 
That blooming shoot, ingrafted on the tfee, 
Where hang, like golden fruit, St. Laurence' pedigree 
Amidst the gfratulatlbns of the great. 
These things of course that haunt the lordly state — 
Amidst the hmtibler, but the more sincere 
The sportful joys that spread around thee here, 
That fill thy Tenants* breasts devoid of art ; 
That swell the Widow's and the Orphan's heart. 
Wilt thou receive the complimental Card 
Of P. O'Kellt, thhie, and Nature's Bard ! 
And thou, sweet Lady !— CfrALW AY'a pink a»d pride, 
The brightest Gem that Stttdded Shaaaon's sM^ \ 
The fairest Flaw^er that on the at e&tog gala 
Er'e shed its fragf anca o'er fortdmna's valet 
Wilt tlMKi t<^*^)-totely As thoa art isdehre 
The bridal WfetOh that tuneftil; Fdete w^va : 
Wilt tiKm fit salijMt fbr a Byf on'a Mma ! 
My rude, tho" bsartfelt^ aonf plidiantt rafose I 
A h no. S* all gentle, faeliug, as tlioa^ art 
Thou wouldst not wound tlva artiess Paef s heart 
Thou ! a Ob Bi7]iaH^--eDoiigiiH-^ttoogh-! mf iune 
Descends for ages borne by suob^a Name! P. 
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SONG OF THE MUSES. 

I. 
*' Minstrels of Erin, seize the Lyre, 
ABd WW ia pay ymAt yonr pains, 
Shall inspire yoar dalcet strains. 
Strike then, strike with more than wonted fire, 
Sweep the chords with animation, 
Tell yonrgay delfgbted nation ! 
That bright Fames' — Purest Names, 
Are join'd— are nnfted ha HowTR and DeBuRGH. 

II. 
Bards at Eriti ! sound in air 

While the wandVfng frenzied eye 
Is rolling over Beauty's sky 
Name the brightest Jewel there, 
And then proclaim amongst the Brare 
Whose plume sboold, highest, proudest, wave 
Hark ! around, — Tis FameV sound ^ 
Announcing the names of Howth and Dr Burcth ! 

in. 

Happy, favoured sons of song \ 
While your keen, prophetic eyisr 
Read the seeretof the skies ; 
Sweep with steady hand along. 
Note what lovdly^ Giris and Boys 
Doating parents, dearest joys. 
Play before,^Tfae Castle door, 
Of munificent HoWTH, and beauteous Ds B0RGH 

IV 

Who, however, shaU we (dioose 

To poup the fisffM lay, 
On this AospieioM B^ ? 
** O'KBLLT^said CoM»fia*s Muse 
Tes, 3res', to hlm^tbe Honof be, 
Let bin pour thl» Minislrdfff : 
Let fafan recite,— While we indite, 
The Epithalamhim of RowTH and Db Bur#h ! 



aipitvitA2iAsaitviff< 



ADP1IE88ED TO THE MOST KOBLB THE MABQUI8 OF CLAHEICKARDE. 



Harp of my CoQDtry ! long unstrung. 

Let me brush the dust away. 
That years of suffering o^er thee 6iHig, 

That damped the sound of thy melodious lay. 
Muse of my Country ! soft and sweet, 

Were thy notes in daya of yore ; 
But low and plaintive have they beat 

Sinoe the foil ajRANCHsa trod our shore. 
Yet to madness — fury — driven. 

They were sometimes wild and shrill, 
As the thund'rlng voice of Heaven, 

Rolling o'er CaouoH- PATRICK hill : 
Harp of my Country !.^many a tear. 

Has dropped on thy n^leoted strinp^s, «, 
But methinks this fateful year, 

Happier day^ to Erin brings. . : 
Let me strike — ah dull and faint, 

Are the sounds that .once coiild <i|ali ;,.. 
Patriot Bard ! and patriot Saint ! ^ 

Patriot Warrior to the Hall ! 
Try again— the sacred firef,- . 

Darts from yonder sable cloud ;^^f 
(Attracted by the trembUng wire) 

That wraps Parnas8[us in a^shrpudr 
Hark ! they are the s^mci ;bold ^traips. 

That fir*d tha BRAYB in days of ypre : 
To heap with Danish dead the plains,, t 

To dye with Danish blood the shore! 
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./••iSh- 



71 

Muse of my ooantry ! prune tby wing, 

Gaily sweep tby tow'riug way : 
Teach thy votary dow to sing, 

Long unused, the joyful lay. 

THE SONG. 

■ * . • • • 

Sons of the Isle ! where Beauty's smile. 
Beams brightest on fair woman's, face : 
Sons of the Isle ! — where insects vile. 
Behind them lear.e no poisonoui trace. 
Come, hear my lays— Prepare. the bays, 
For theyonng Lobd's brows,-rFor his lovely spouse, 
For Clanriokardb the noble and Canning the Fair ! 
Sons of the land, where the ontstretchied hand, 

Of the native invites to his humble home : 
Sons x>f the. land, where stranger band, 
Drove the^native often in exile to roam, 
L0t the salt tear cease,-^For the branch of peace, 
The blest olive bough, — Waves over us now, 
In the hands of Clanriokakob and Canning the Fair ! 
Sons of the plains ! where the Facet's strains. 

Add speed to the flight of Copid's dart: 
Sons of theplaius whero virtue reigns, 
Supreme, in :the sensitiv:e female heart : 
The Bard had lent us,->-The statesman sent us, 
Two Hostages as ;d^r,-«^ As Hope's pearly tear, 
In the noble Clanriokardb and Canning the Fair. 
Land ! where- the waves of Ocean's caves. 

Played gay round the shore as Freedom's smile ! 
But for ages past, where the rough rude blast. 
Of Tyranny, blew o'er oar much-lov'd Isle. 
Oh ! cease to grieve,--* For the crown I weave ! 
Shall shine like the steady beacon's light, 
On Alga's (hitherto) hopeless night. 
Round thebrowsofCLANRiOABDEandCANNiNGtheFAiR! 
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CASTLB-KBLIjY. 

fyritten in tke year 1T92, on the aismet 9f that honorable Famify* 

HUMBLY ADDIU»8BD TD rRB MBV. jiBmTBQVa lUEIiLT. 

And is it thus that «iaiisioiii*great and good. 

The seat of ev'ry Virtub most expire ? 
Is there no sairiBg*«^freedoiii*giiardlki§^«uode, 

To fix the Patriot or to etiiog 4be hyve I 
To win TiiKB baek, fam'd Kelly, to IbKt Domb, 

Where gonial life fonod ev'ry rfoh wJboim : 
Can augiit on earth detain Tfl^K from thine home^ 

The general weal— -tby Contitry or thy God ! 
Ah ! what fond thooaands here Ay loss defrfore I 

Whose loss of losses ne'^r shall feel decay» 
Retam !»*^witfa blessing^ to depart fio more^ 

To sew triaadphant Yirtne— «nd her eway^ 
For thbs the Olive shall expand her bloom. 

The Groves shaH shig and shoots awaU tby.eall^ 
Each poet's siraiii from strong oonTiotioli's loom, 

Shall sing your Hospitality's fam^d HASdk 
Now Ib^ deserteft-^ that InaqueDtsd aecne^ 

Where «T'ry boon of socilal^drtiie dweltl 
Shall still behold PABoroRA^loi^dy'dQaem I 

Whose breastn^aottgoylaBd akisdryihaa'feU^ 
Her 'Soothing Toiee shall hid itbdr;8orh>ntt esase^ 

Her «^e shall lodk bmigaiiy amuid J 
Her breast shall have her Ood*baad's ^lotrflless peaee 

And. strew with jojr fam'd Cistitt-CB&LT's :0seuj!fD. 
Sweetwereiiiyi^ittfrm^ovfd Castte^K^ I 

Fond ace thy^ soMS of ijMbeirtyfs best lore^ 
Wertithbu Hot born fidrfreedee^s tanoito fratne ? 

Transfix its fights: and ev'ry iwoi)th lestord ! 
Tee-^tniiy good . thy tsonntry icing shall name, 

Blest &▼' rite Vflla all thy virtimso'er ! 
Tell what sage fatbiots, fromtby Uoeage teme ; 

And greatly ju8t for Castlb-kellt soab. 
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i£abi£(Bir 



ON THE DEATH OF 



JOHN THOMAS WALLER, ESQ. 



inscribed to his high-minded and ever-to-be remembered Father, 



JOHN WALLER, of Castle-town- Waller, Esq. 



Quis desiderio nipudoTf aut moduh 
Tarn Can Capitis 9 

HOR. 



When, freed from Eartb, a Wallbr^s spirit flies. 

Say, shall his Manes, his celestial shade, 
Retire, — to mingle with its native skies, 

Aod like all vulgar themes ignobly fade ? 
Shall He, whose glowing sense. could ever view, 

The bloom of wit break forth, with raptur'd eye, 
Shall Hb whose breast (to each fine feeling trae,) 

Thriird at the tender poet's heaving sigh ; 
'Mid tasteless pride^s ungifted oflEspring, sleep, 

'Mid monld'riog vanity's low-minded throng, 
Say, ahaU not .borrowing science ever weep ;- 

Raise to her noble fribhd the tragic song. 
He's gone ! who lov'd the muse ! his fost'ring hand, 

Cherish'd her labours with parental care. 
He strove to prop the Bard of Erin's strand. 

And hop*d to see him brave the rig'rous air. 
Long shall his mem*ry draw the pitying sigh, 

Long shall remember'd bounties start the tear. 

Long shall his munificence death defy, 

And blossom o*er the Soog-escutcheon'd bier. 

. K 
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That noble mind by e^Vy Ueadng fltor*d. 

And maCnraled by improving time. 
Did to his breast the beet of gifts afford, 

A solid jodgment and a eonl scftlime. 
That social goodness which the lieart endears, 

Composed one leading feature of the Man ; 
Ennobling friendship jripenM with his years. 

And thro* his life in high perfection ran. 
Lament his loss you grief-envelop'd train ; 

Go, meek-eyM cliarity, and droop thine head — 
<!hildren of sorrow, poi^eriy and pain, 

Onr raiBVD lies numberM with th* lllastf ions dead ! 
1 see the sorrows of a Father's heart. 

His deep-felt ^hs imagination hears. 
As be snrveys with agonizing smart. 

His only son— nffav/— 11019/ — bedew'd with tears. 
If candid tmth— an elevated mind. 

If Joft-ey*d, pity melting «t distress. 
If innate goodness— love for human kind, 

A heart to dilate ^md a liaad to bless ; 
If ev'ry bright*rob*d vi«tne 'Of the just, * 

For spotless fioffon wave i!k* nn&ding wreathe, 
/ The hand of time sliaU conseerate his dust. 

And pastVsil dirges oW his tomb shall breatbe. 
The sttelte^'d-erpiban, by the motlwr taug;kt» 

With fnpUire #n bis memeiry iliaU dwfell, 
fiis wee^^ ^en'ntry, ^Ith nnmnriimnce irmigbt. 

Shall monra responsive to each passing knell. 
Admir'd— di0tii}gmsb'd--<eI$4topprov'd-*-earees*d, 

Th* itneertflto stage of varying life he trod, 
Regretted now, he finds eternal rest, 

fiis Telics here*— ^is virtues with his God I 
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WithiD this vaolt the Patriot Wallbr lies, 
WiiLLERtbegood, lbegffBffies99 and thewfee;. 
Who Derer whisperM in a Viceroy's ear. 
Nor wished to shhie a. Ptacemaa or a Peer — 
Bot, free from pagstons that distract the great,. 
Without opfvosioit tadFAm kn^gnestat^ir 
Enriched his vassals, taught the poor to thrire. 
And kept the flame of Cllariiy afire. 
Moch by kind Prorldeneeto him was gir'n. 
And moch he wisely lent the jpoor— and HeaT'o ; 
Heaven now rewards him for his pious deeds. 
Ad endless life the stroke of death soceeeds— 
Yet, tho' he's dead, his loDg-SBrriTing fiNne, 
Shall waotoD pride and tyraDoy reclaim ; 
To gen'roDs deeds incite each neighboring Sqnire, 
Tho' few on earth can^ eqoal Soa or Sias ! 



gii I II *■ 



FROM A HUSBAND TO HIS WIFE. 

Come RoHAHziKA lefis agree at last. 

To fore and Ute fn qoiet ; 
Let's tie t&e kikkt so very fa^t 

That time diidl ne'er nntlft it- 
Love's dearest joys they^ never pi'oTc 

Who free from qofartefe liVe^ 
'Tis sore the tend'iest part of I6re, 

Eafcfh other to forgive. 
When least I seem'd' coti)cfen(i'd I tbok 

No pleasttie and no retrf. 
And when I' feigo'd an angry Ibbk, 

"Us then I lov'd yon best !— 
Say but fbe same to me> yon'Il find^ 

Hbw blest will b3 your fate. 
Ah ! to begratefol^to be kind 

Sure never is too late. 
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SLSO? 



ON THE DEATH OP 



-** Ji]fititi« loror 



" Incorrupta Fides nudaque Veritas 

" Quando uUum invenient parem ?" Hon* 

God iaket the good, too good on earth to stay 
And teavee the bad, too had to take away. 



AND art thoa fled ! great Canning! and with ikte 

The hopes to each Iernian heart most dear ; 
Thou from BritaDoia's helm art iorvL^andwe 

4 

Thus disappointed— and our joys so near. 
LOy to our eye I the scenes of promise, bright 

With our lov'd Country's ripening glories rose; 
Where social love (to all each equal right 

Imparted) soothed passion to repose. 
Ah hapless Isle ! — ah Heav'n ! too, too severe ! 

How great our woes thro' many a former age : 
Not now to swell our sorrows, not to tear 

Our Fav'rite from us, who'd those pangs assuage. 
Who now his Partner, Daughter^ can console? 

What pleasures can afi'ord to them relief? — 
What magic chase from their aflSicted soul 

Their weight of woe— their great, their boundless grief ? 
Support them Heaven !^for Thou alone cap'st shed 

That holy bAlm, that heals th' internal wound ; 
And bids th' enlighten'd soul, devoid of dread. 

Look o'ejT this gloomy world's mysterious bound. 
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Clanricarde \^ too, thy loss indeed is great ! — 

Gone !— is thy Prop— thy Patron and thy Guide, 
Who nobly struggling for our wretctied State, 

But in tfiat noble struggle^ ah I he died ! ^ 
Behold ! Britannia pauses o'er his grave. 

Pensive upon her pointed spear inolined : 
Bemoaning now the Bountiful-^the Brave ! 

And with sad feelings swell her laboring mind. 
While PoEST all veil'd in sablest hue ! 

Now clasping her lost FriencCs lamented urn ; 
A Friend to Honor, Merit, Justice— true. 

Whose taintless thought each grov 'ling art did'st spurn . 
'Twixt factious phrenzy and imperial pow'r, 

He took like Publius his determined stand ; 
With Roman spirit fraught^ and attic lore. 

Full in the vanward of the patriot band. 
To these he taught the dignity of man ; 

Full well his duties aiid his claitns he knew ; 
And from the study of the mighty plan, 

A copious store of mingled knowledge drew.— 
His was the heart that felt for Erin's woes, 

His the kind ear that lisiten'd to her call ; 
And his the zeal that, with the wish to close * 

Her ev'ry wound -embrac'd her Children all! 
Rous*d by his Genius — not less bright than frank, 

And by the ardour of his spirit warm'd ; 
Erin would scorn her lo^ inglorious rank, 

By faY^rmg Nature for a higher form'd ! 
His ev'ry thought had Ireland still in view ; 

His ev'ry act was Liberty most pure, 
Lamented here 'mid Seraphim he flew 

To Heav'nly regions, where he rests secure. 
And there on high, in presence of his God, 

He pours forth pray'rs to save our own Green Isle, 
That scourg'd too long by cruel hostile rod, 

O ! may she soon enjoy fair Freedom's smile ! 

* His Son-in-Iaw; the Most Noble the Marquis Clanricardje. 
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ON HENRt BXOOD, Es«^ 

For which (be Aatbornetifea a GOLD MSDAL htmUbt Jhm^A&tOf 
Ftllaivs ^ Trinify GMItg* DobUo, in itmY&ii 1703; 



QtiaSi/uiif Mewmkt tenet ; ^ualU iatet, eemperpiirMmts^ 



Illustrious shade! to white- rob'd. Candour irae. 
Accept this tribute to thy merits doe : 
bh, Flood! whose tongtie like torrents on the soul 
Has taught conviction's strongest flash to roll! 
Did not the genius of bright freedom's cause 
Speak thy defence of gorernmeni and laws : 
Sunk to the grave — lamented ever dear. 
Thy name shall live thro' eaidi revoFving year» 
VI hile Alma's-sods that seat of evVy lore^ 
Shallioog the gen'ral deep-felt loss dieplore ; 
Weep o'er thine Urn^ long venerate thy dost^ 
Thou steady, &ithful- Guardian of thy trusty 
Whose voiee was honesty the' corruption frown^d^ 
And spite of censure stood on patriot ground ; 
Just to Old EKm^ and tarts Tanguagejuftt^. 
Its richest tropes shall mark thy saered Bust ; 
That happy language, nerveua^bold^ and strong. 
That drives impetuous flcioda'and Sissies along:; 
Burst on the ear audi catch th' impassioned heart, 
Can all the LOYEH and the CQtli&F knpaH. 
When Ireland's- BARDS, like other Homers sung,. 
Like Hybla's honey sweet wasevery tongue. 
Till false in fashion pride its worths o'eroame,. 
And British gemus^dverturned its clajm^^: 
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Yet from thy Meed shall all its beauties rise. 
And Irish MAROS modern pride demise. 
Barst ev'ry shackle that enslav'd so long, 
The tanefiit powers of Eloqiieiiee and Song* 
Ob, ever noble ! — ever princely ! say. 
Is there no heart to tread thy Freeborn way ? 
To stand with glory in lBliVlc'3 cause 
Or vindicate her Libei'ties :and Laws : 
Tho* other Floods at Bar an4 Senate shine, 
Yet shall thy worth, nnrivaU'^ in thy l^ie. 
Bloom, ever bloom, like blossoms in the Spring, 
And wreathes unfadifig to thy Country being ; 
Thy pow'rs uneqqaird long witji F-ame shall stand 
Unbrib'd— -onpensionM— loiig pervade the land! 
Thy name — thy virtues — live inev'ry heart. 
Proof agmnst vice and each seducing art ; 
To unborn millionssav'dfroimrSlav'ry'sjpod, 
Live in thy fame as li^vVite of thy GODJ ! 



INVOCATION TO PEACE OF MIND, 

Come, gentle Peaoel wben .wibt thou deign, 

To be niy bosom's guest ? 
Ah ! when resume thy tranquil reign, 

In my distracted breastT 
Oh, come ! thy hei^ling aid impart. 
And soothe th^ anguish of my heart! 
But, oh! Religion! Haav'nly Maid, ' 

While in this vale of rteara. 
To thee ! alo;Be I 0eeibr aid, 

'Mids.t,aUiiiiy'hovpe6fand fears; 
^Tis only thofi «anst purest bliss bestow,. 
Since Peace with thee alone. is foupd below. 
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ELEGY ON MISS ARABELLA WALLER, 

DAUOHTBR TO BOLTON WALLER, ESQ. 



So blooms the Rose when Syria's gales 

Their sweet ambrosial odours shed ; 
Bat when a blustering blast prevails. 

It droops— and all its beauties fade ! 
Ah ! wither'd Flow'r !— Ah ! withered Fair ! > 

Alike your charms— alike your date 
Flow on my verse on Waller's bier. 

Sweet victim of an early fate ! 
Te Relatives cease now to grieve 

At Heav'ns irrevocable doom, 
That blasted all your hopes and gave 

The spring of beauty to the tomb ! 
O ! savage Death ! of savage race ; 

No time — no respite found from thee : 
Could you not spare that lovely face, 

An Angel might with envy see ! 
Blest Maid !— now fled on virtue's wing, 

Too soon we now thy loss deplore. 
Poor victim of Death's ruthless sting ; 

Tor ever gone to come no more ! ! 

EPITAPH. 

Stop, gentle Reader ! for this sacred place, 

Implores the mournful tribute of your sighs ; 
For here interr'd lies ev'ry female grace. 

Here the nfpt bloom of sweetest beauty lies. 
When the last trumpet's loud terrific sound. 

Shall wake to judgment, and bid man arise. 
Here the fair form of Arabella's found : 

Nor shall a lovelier Seraph mount the skies ! 
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THE O'SHAUGHNBSSYANUM. 



Quis talia fando^ 

T^inperat a lacrymis?— Vihg. 



The humble PetUian of Daniel G" Shaughnessy, the famous 
Poor Scholar ; — To the Priest of the Parish. 

That I went to Newbliss tb' other day, ('twas Sapday 

mornlDg I remember. 
For I was not there, you mast know, before, sinoe the 

latter end of September,) 
There was a desperate fire in the kitchen ; so myself sate 

down very snog ; 
Till Miss Kitty (God bless her) came down, and brought 

me the full of the jug, 
*^ Is that Daniel? " says she, ** 'tis good for sore dyes to 

see the stranger"— 
*^ 'Twas the watit of my health, madam," says I myself, 

^^ that made me become a ranger:" 
** I traTcU'd many a weary step betwixt Ennis and Clare, 
*^ And went to Six-mile-bridge itself, but Doctor Carroll 

** was not there :" 
^' He's here in the house," says she, *^ as good a man as 

" ever trod in leather," 

^* For he cures all the common people without asking 
a single feather." 

^* Common people!" says myself; ^f I know what that 

expression means :" 
*' Pardon me, Daniel," says she, ** I know there is good 

blood in your veins :" 

L 
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*' TW O'SkaughnessieSj madam," says myself, '^ are 

the most populous people in the land : 
** hid^vd I meant no barn/' aaye A/Has Kilty: ** ao wHb 

that she took me by the band.'^ 
** Then 1 went up to the parlour; and to be 8ur,e they 

were all very glad — 
*^ Your welcome DanieV says Master Michael, (indeed 

a very courteous lad.) 
So the Doctor look'd at myself/ as who should say 

" what brought you here ?'* 
*^ Most noble Sir!'* says I myself, ** tam sick these three 

quarters of a year: 
*^ My forefathers wore cloth of Gold, altho' myself be 

elkdfn't'riefei'*— 
<< That's not the thing," says the lyoctor, ^ but tell me 

•* where your disorder lies V 
** Wby, Sir/' says I, " ybu most know that I was three 

yeargand half with Mistlsr Madden; 
As stout a scholar, by St, Patrickj as ever knew Crreek 

'^or Latin; 
>But now the small of my ba^k ii» weaker tbkn an ozier 

twig; 
And I cannot go to school, nor read, nor Write, nof dig. 
$0 the Dbetor look'd at young Mtck, and began to 

smile and wiDir, 
"^^ Ab, GFentlemen !'^ saya myself^f < f am nDtsruch a miin 

•^ as^ you thitak - 
*' It was reading Horace very fast, and lyidg often on the 

"gronndi 
*' That gave my constitution at fast a mortiferous 

wound:'* 
'' Well," says the Doctor, «* bathe in cold water, 'tis the 

best thing that you can do ; 
*1 And I'll engage your back will be sjkroDg enough in a 

month or two/' 



' Celehemn^ Vit r mf^H^f$^t is it salb to dip i% tbe^ 
frigid wave ?" 

Tea, yef," fay^fif* *' wy S<*^ ''«^^^'* «hwitb tfcatniyaelf 

took my leave. 
'Twa$ i\^u I w^^i i^ Rockwell M»w tbo-foMfiiwr; 
greatly smoking, 

*^ is past all joking." 
Sp I weni to the kjttobeib door^ and ti^iDg a dad^^f ^loeN ^ 
lent shape, 

I b9w'd4^w9iii[iy h^d, jas you iio4«i»taQd> And 4n«d^ a» 
very courteous scrape. 

Tkm I took out my: |[>ook of' kpoiviedg^* |um| M i^- 

reading very loud, 
Tiil all the wry»Qto gatbViog r^road me, l^okM^ Uke a 

fair«day crowd. 
^,Q ^e^riMV' «»y9 tbe €aQk, '^ Vd giTe ray gfeoD 

goWn I read so gay ;" 
'^ Wby d**^*^P <ne ! myfr tbt^ tM-boyi *^ JJtiat lad wwld^ 
' ^^ read Latin with a face ofolay :"' 
** Pri^, ;81r ^" WQFf Wiop3F W^toh, " what is it yon read' 

" in Aristotle ?" 

*^ Tba^ y^a wJU :b^ roarriad to a« tailpir witb^wt K90Pt>. 

*^ sheep, or cattle:' 
<f T^ a.taitof!" aays tbe Taa4^y ?^^Dol aki wbaitrad^ 

do you follow ? 
'^l^m no meobamo/' aays I mywU^. ^^ bnt a. trw aoa of. 

''What Polly do you mean ?" 8ayshe^/^wbji[ j d'^ ^ i^ ii my. 

blo^f iro»4Qa)( Uka a goosai" 
Harkee, friend !" says I myself, ** do you know,towbom> 

*^ J4)g gipr^ that aboae ? 
" I'm none of your red-patcb'd gaffara Aor jonx lick- 

pU^ta— jUrary fops/' 
So I ups with my fist and gave him a lick Mroa$ the 

chops. 
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** Morder !'* says he, *• marder !*' says myself, so to it we 

went, elitter clatter ; 
Till Miss Kitty, herself, raD down and ask'd what was 

the, matter? 
Bat when she seen myself over head and ears in a po 

of broth, 
O God ! says she, the scholar is drownM, 'tis a pity faith 

and troth ! 
<' Why madam,'' says Winny Walsh, '< Hwas Umself 

struck Tim across the pate, 
^* Tim is a rogue," says she, by the same token be never 

will not taste my meat :" 
So getting a short discharge (now this is the truth as^l*m 

a sinner ;) 
He went off with a flea in his ear, and as the saying is, 

without his dinner. 
*Twas then Miss Betty came down (to be sure I never 

seen her such,) 
^* O Lord !" says she,** Mister Scholar " I admire your 

courage very much : 
FyCy Winny! do not weep — sure you can take himself 

for a spark, 
'Pon toy honor, he can write a ballad with any man from 

this to Cork." 
Bright Goddess! says I myself, Who art much chaster 

than Britomartis^ 
I adore ybur worshipful face — '* Opw Naiura Han Artia! 
When Mistress Kelly heard the Latin, as she is always 

• very discerning. 
And is very civil to lads such as myself of polite learn- 
ing: 
** Hark'ee Tim !*' says she, "lay the cloth— may the 

' " weavers steal my yarn, 
^If I don't respect him more than one with gold*lace 
hounds and horn/' 
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So when myself eat my 'nougb, that I bad doDe and that 

I could do no more : 
I put my lavings In my satchel, as 1 had often done before : 
Then I went to the river side, the river was full up to the 

brim, 
1 stript off all the clothes I had, and so 1 began to swim ; 
But little did 1 dream, that ail my substance would be 

taken. 
When I saw the big house dog run away with my books 

and bacon, 
OTearcoat! says I, murder! says I, what is that you're 

going to do ? — 
So he turned about his angry nose aa who'd say, what is 

that to you ? 
Myself was in such a fright, I did not know where to sit 

or stand. 
So at length I met John the Clerk with a white pole in 

his hand 
Dear John ! says I, to be sure says I, yon never heard of 

such a case; 
Sure Teareoat took my satchel and eat it up before my 

face! ' .f . .. 

I know that Duke, says John^ rince first h^ wore a leath^ 

em collar, ' ; 

And I'll take my bible-book be pkiader'd many a ragged 

scholar ; 
Ragged scholar! says ttiyielf, pray John! hold your 

prate, — 
So I went to the shepherd's house for you must know 

it was very late ; 
The woman priapar'd a goose, that was fit for the lord of 

the manor. 
Mister O'Shaughnessy! says she, your learning deserves 

greater honour. 
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But what yoo'U do for bed, is a tbipg mjfselt does not 

know : 
For the Cows eat all the straw last weeik Vd tbe two of 

tbe luiow : 
But you can lie w|tb ourselres^ for Charles wmt from 

home this day ^ 
Hark^ee, woman 1 says^ myself, do yoa kftow what you^re 

going to say ? 
" Odifrafanum P^u/^Wdoii't yoo know that I amjaiMil 

of letters ; 
Well then if you be wise, yon nie^er wilt think «f ypnir 

betters. 
So myself atretoh'd my weary Ua)bs> and fell Itsteep i|i a 

trice, 
For my satchel, you know, being gone, I wftsjitot »SjtfM 

of the mice ; 
Then I dreamt the house of RookwOod was fall of I%die» 

and people ; 
And that ev'ry candle in the parlonr iwas aa higb i|9 a 

steeple, 
Afethooght I stood at the door whon Mfft^ K^Jy gpt Pf^ 

from the table; 

Gentlemen and Ladirs! say^ #h9» 'pPA Qiy honpur VM 
tell you no fable ; 

Behold that worthy youtb !««naltbo' bo pani^ot 4af|Qo of 
caper, 

He cpold wrU» verse: with my inan Vmi ooffld fet pen to- 
paper : 

But Tearooat atolo hi$ »»toMs lor wbicbl'U hwg tho 
nasty thief!— 

Motn fouB or firo too-poRn|o9 from y^m wou)4 bo groot 
relief : 

So the Ladies felt tli^irppokotp 0^4 oaob brought o»t o 

goodly piece ; 
Which were as welcome to myself, as if I got Jason's 

Golden fleece : 
Now sir! if you'd speak to Mrs. Kelly to make this 

vision true, 
Poor Daniel, as in doty bound would ever pray for her 

and you. 



THE FUNERAL. 



The moon arose obscurely dark and clouded. 

In fogs the vates, in mists tbe biHs were shrouded ; 

From neighboring crops the pedlidg cadgers sped. 

And whipp'd their garrons thus, too cheaply fed ; 

The grunting dows enjoy the partial light, 

To glean the i^ndom droppitig of thd nigAt. 

And now the villagers were busied seen, 

To throng the Funeral of EVfiLEfiN ; 

The rustic hoydens carefully prepai'e. 

The wholesome mawfreight of their morning fare, 

Their high-caurd caps were bordered and beloam^d, 

Their brogues were bufter'd, and their forehieads comb'd', 

A n equal care the selfish prfdfe employs. 

The titirating laboUr of the boys. 

Their stockings ruffled, with pecutiaf grace, 

And strong bras3-pins supplied the crieivat'^s place. 

In simple guise tlie old an^ pibiis went, 

Thro' holy vtews on charity intent ; 

And now witb great respect the matrons crowd, 

They see old Ev£Le£1!^ in her latest shroud, 

Her old companions take a last farewell, 

They seem the foi&dest who in sh^ts excel : 

The aged hags to qualify their throats 

For all the varied' forms of woeful notes. 

If thro' roaring fondness hoarse and tir*d» 

Withbrimfhl cups of potteen are inslpir'd, 

And then once more they chorus'd WMlalbo, 

In all its wild extravagance renew; 
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Tho'ev'ry tboaght of friendly reason fled, 

With shouts they paiTd their fondness for the dea d. 

Now round the door the busy crowds appear, 

And shoulder'd Eveleen upon her bier. 

Her friends are foremost from her lovM abode, 

Thro* ancient custom to sustain the load. 

Another scene does in the bawn appear. 

Of garrons saddled scarcely once a year. 

Which knotted bridles vainly can restrain ; 

Impatient now to ramble on the plain, 

On girtless saddles next the riders try'd 

With Parthian skill the rearing hacks to guide. 

The saddles rop'd or timid riders chang'd, 

» 

At length the steeds were peaceably arranged 

Until the hoydens seem'd to mount behind ; 

The lads they lovM^ who now were clean and kind. 

The garrons never used to carry double, 

Appear'd to mock their owner's care and trouble ; 

Press'd by the weight of one promiscuous fall, 

Down come the hoydens, pillions, boys and all/ 

To tame the fury mettle of the steed, 

Thro' neighboring fields he's forced with eager speed, 

And then returning weary, tam'd and heated. 

Allow the brawny hoydens to be seated.—- 

With solemn gait the throng'd procession goes. 

While shouts declare the wildness of their woes! 

But who is she so pitiful and loud ? 

Whose shrieks awake the notice of the crowd ; 

A stranger she to ev'ry one. unknown, 

But thought a friend— as all she did bemoan ; 

At last her frantic shew of anguish o'er 

What corpse is that she kindly does implore ? 

Some laugh at all the trouble of the creature. 

And more approve her friendly, fond good nature. 

The church-yard gain'd, old Eveleen is laid 

Close to the gate until the grave is made 
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The Priest was foremost Id the solemn row, 
Who marked her last appearance here below. 
Her Rites perform'd — all usual duty o'er, 
Young, grave, and old sustain a wild uproar. 
Close to the walls the lazy loungers sit. 
Who came to smoke, to drinks to scoff, or skit, 
And others round the gloomy limits stroll, 
To trace a friend's cold lodgings and condole ; 
And youthful widows of their mate deprived, 
Bewaird the pensive moments they surviv'd 
Their Husband's loss, while friendly bumps descry. 
The wild affection darting from the eye ; 
Charm'd with the loveliness of bloom in tears, 
In love's deep snare they're over head and ears ! 



THE STREAM DIVINE. 

PRINTED IN THE YEAR 1794. 

1. Wine the human soul inspires, 
And kindles all its genial fires ; 
With ardor wings a lover's sighs, 
And shines relentless in his eyes : 
Give me then the Stream divine, 
Gisre me love, and give^me wine ! 

2. Sober mortals cease to prate, 
'Tjs only wine can friends create: 
Joining lib'ral soul to jsoul^ 
Friendship hails the flowing bowl: 
Give me then the stream divine. 
Give me friendship, give me wine ! 

3. Wine can truest pleasure boast, 
Happy he ! — who drinks the most ; 
He can Fortune's malice dare. 
And can spurn the frowns of care : 
Give me then the stream divine, 
And let ev'ry bliss be mine ! 

M 
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THE HYMENEAL ORGIES, 



OR 



THE PRIEST'S BEST PENNY. 



I greet my Muse, who may be fairly counted, 
A Lazy-Hack as ever Poet mounted : 
A Jade, that ev'ry Blockhead would enjoy. 
Rut still in vain ; because extremely coy, 
ifet, by mere dint of serious Invocation, 
I mean to win, or pitch her to damnation ! ! ! 
As all our Grand and Petit Jurors do. 
And oft' 'tis known the Priest and Parson too ! ! ! 
With or without her aid, I sing the Wedding, 
From scratching time at dawn, to th' hour of bedding : 
Till Pork and Whiskey clos'd the festive scene, 
And Tague was ripe to grunt with Catteleen. 
Soon as bright Sol our dunghills did adorn. 
And crowing Cocks, and Cur-dogs hail'd the morn ; 
When smoke in volumes roll'd o'er thatchless roofs 
And Tinkers, Pipers, Rag-men on the hoofs 
Cast from their Kennels and forsaken fleas, 
AUow'd their blood-stain'd nails a writ of ease. 
When scrubbing, scouring, scalding, broom and shovel, 
Combined to grace and ornament the hovel : 
Joan's kindred friends, a motly group complete, 
Flock'd in from ev'ry side to grace the Fete ; 
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To prove their prowess and their teeth to try, 
And Potteen's known omnipotence defy : 
To howl such notes as cannot be forgot, 
And revel in a systematic trot. 

Our Barber first, a most judicious wight, 
To scalp a mazzard, or a jest recite. 
Came foremost half an Hamlet to unbristle, 
E're he would grease his chops or wet his whistle ; 
With hand so tremulous and blunted saw. 
To hack and lacerate a leathern jaw. 

The solemn Clerk inur*d to gulp and swill,. 
To tell old tales, and catechise with skill ; 
With Wake, and Chapel-news an ample store, 
The Priest himself had scarcely treasur'd more; 
And with sound lungs and memory complete 
Th' admiring flock pronounc'd him a Gazette ; 
To prove him hungry and sincerely thirsting, 
Work'd double tides till rotten ripe for bursting : 
Determined still to play the hardy sinner. 
And with full gout to gormandize a dinner. 

The dingy Smith, be-dnsted and be-sweated, 
With fresh Forge-news eacli straggling Guest he treated. 

The Miller next came forward to reveal. 
The woeful wonders of a hopper tale. 

The Constable by virtue of his staflP, 
Arrived betimes, thirsting a flood to quafiT; 
To keep the peace obedient to his Worship, 
And wrest from daring-hands the Pike and Horse-whip, 

The Bleeder and the Cow-leech came together. 
With sage foreboding of the wind and weather : 
With soleitin gait and hypocritic air, 
To win respeot and feast on dainty fare. 

Tbe-snnffling Groom, whose purple nose was wry'd; 
The valiant Cobler, oft in battle tried ; 
And limping Luke, and Barnaby the strong. 
This fam'd for wrestling,— that renown'd for song 
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Next Gerund-Grinder, whose sublime orations, 
Play bide and seek with all the conjugations : 
In loud debate the Priest he values not, 
And can spout Latin ^ fast as curs can trot ; 
With knowledge great, and faculties so good, 
When most he speaks be least is understood ; 
With learning pregnant ancient manners graced, 
Confess'd a Delphian Oracle at least. 

The Taylor nimble as an August flea, 
At length arrived, to frisk the hours away ; 
The Clowns despising ev'ry Fop so nice, 
No form would furnish for the King of L^^'el 
Unask'd he came — and not a bit remained, 
But Bacon-skins of juice and substance drained ; 
The blunted knives no morsel could divide, 
His scissors here the painful task supplied ; 
Clipped off in bits and cabbag'd by bis Law ; 
His grinders felt the craving of his maw. 

Hurroo ! here comes the Piper and the Bard ! 
Determin'd each to play a leading Card ; 
In mirth and jollity at once to revel, 
And pitch their cares and crutches to the Devil. 

These with their wives, their sisters, daughters came, 

With stout Red Rose long trumpeted by fame ; 
Toung Green so glorious in her best array, 
Whose easy heart became a Footman's prey : 

Nan the coy nymph, that shunn'd the Squire's embrace, 

The Coachman's Dowdy, with her brandy-face ; 

Capricious Mag, who from her lover stray'd ; 

And Jenny Stitch, a most undoubted Maid ; 

Nell oft entangled in her husband's hair ; 

Fat Peg who ne'er came sober from a fair. 

Old Prudence-enviousof each Neighbour's bliss ; 

And buxom Bess that ne'er refused a kiss ; 

Young widow Wagwhose heart had stray'd fromHeav*n 

And sweet Miss Bab a child of twenty-seven ; 



J 
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The matron Midwife brawny as a hulk, 

And wond'rous to behold in size and bulk ; 

A moving mountain mop'd ; a faithful guide, 

To model, manage, and instruct the Bride : 

Lo ! Fanny Curl, link'd with my Lady's-maid, 

As friends stepped in to see the Bride array'd ; 

In such rare gear as would astound the throng, 

Enrich a ballad and adorn a song. 

The gentry next, complete the hurly-burly, 

To grace the nuptials of sweet Joan Mac-Cutly ; 

The Squire,— the Farmer, and the Farmer's Mate ; 

Some to enjoy the fun ; and some to eat. 

Improved in grease the Cook who could forget 

Surcharge with Potteen and bedaub'd with sweat ! 

To roast and s]poil^ who has so rare a knack, 

The world must venerate the SaiTron Sack ; 

She tugg'd, — she toil'd, — she foam'd and fretted too, 

Nay ev'n she swore the Dinner to undo. 

A horde of Beggars, lazard, lank and lame, 
Impell'd by hunger and allur'd by fame ; 
Be-bagg'd, be-ragg'd, be-clouted and undone ; 
Arriv'd — to give, andtakea Benison ; 
On garbage, offals, cabbage, broth and crumbs, 
To feast, and on soft dunghills rest their Bums. 
At last the Priest, the Carver of the Soul, 
Arriv'd to shed a lustre o'er the whole, 
In learning useful, and in manners nice. 
Whose looks would pierce the adamant of vice, 
A bellow'd welcome roar'd from wall to wall, 
But one stern glance was answer to them all. 
Sure of the Marriage Fee, he mildly ey'd. 
The modest posture of the trembling Bride : 
Obedience mark'd her face, tho' prudely coy. 
To taste the bliss she labour'd to enjoy ; 
From pure incentives, — purer predilection, 
Full eager to eujoy his-^ Benediction ; 
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So straight the Levile and the Bride retir'd, 

With all the fervency of zeal inspired.: 

To prove those joys attendant in profusion, 

On penitence refin'd hy absolution. 

The Bridegroom next was handled, — shap'd for Heav'n, 

And all the errors of his life forgiv'n : 

The holy Father then the Cnrtain drew 

To close the scene, and haste the Banquet too, 

Tb' impatient Crowd, all long'd on ev'ry side ; 

Again apptarM the Bridegroom and the Bride; 

To whom the Levite :— tho' as yet quite sober, 

Engulph'd a Goblet of stout, brown October. 

•' Accept thou gentlest of thy sex !"— said he. 
These lasting joys our Church reserves for thee : 
And that pure blessing to enhance still more, 
Be lib'ral to the Priesthood and the Poor : 
Small is the province of a Christian Wife, 
How limited her sphere within this life ? 
Within that compass she must move aright, 
And prudence still with industry unite : 
Her happy Partner then, will bless the day, 
He gave to her his Hand and Heart away. 
With rev'rence due receive the bridal ring, 
And know that wedlock is a sacred thing ; 
This all the Patriarch?, Prophets, Kings confessed : 
Ev'n Christ himself a nuptial banquet bless'd : 
The limpid water luscious wine became, — 
(Ah! would to Heav'n that Priests could do the same !) 
Fair as thou art, affect no lawless sway, 
For Peter says that Females should obey : 
And thus Saint Paul his sentiments display'd * 
Women for Man, and Man for God, was made. 
Then my good Child ! by sage advice be led, 
At home, abroad, at table and in Bed ! 
For idle whims neglect no worldly care. 
Yet some fond moments for thy husband spare ; 
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Nor grudge to pay the matrimonial debt, 

A pleasing task which few young wives forget* 

Heav'n bless your Mother with eternal rest, 

Who ne'er sat growling at a stranger-guest, 

Do thou, like her, an honest fame acquire : 

llet needy trav'llers share thy cheerful fire ; 

Regale the Clergy with a plenteous feast, 

And have a Christ'ning once a year at least." 

He said, and clos'd the rites, — Tom hugg'd his bride : 

The Bells teh-he'd and turn'd their heads aside ! 

Whilst Ananias blest them o'er again. 

And Roger scratched his pate, and belch'd — Amen! 

At length far happier scenes engage the eye. 
For lo ! to Dinner all with ardour hie : 
A noisome clangour ev'ry ear annoys. 
The shrill precursor of approaching joys ; 
Nowcloselyhemm'd scarce could an earthquake rout 'em, 
While Ducks, and Geese, and Turkeys smok'dabout'era. 
Knives, — Dishes, — Platters form a counter din, 
Grateful to those without, and these within ; 
The Beef and Mutton made the tables groan, 
In numbers equalled by Clonbrock's alone. 
Fat Geese, the boast of each surrounding Grange, 
Half pluck'd, — half dress'd, — a sav'ry disarrange, 
Fat Pork parboil'd, and Hens as fat, and pullets. 
Enough to daintify agrestic gullets ! 
Enormous Butter-rolls like shapeless Brick, 
And heaps of Oaten-cakes, full Deal-board thick; 
A Salmagundi and Potato-puff, 
Be-butter'd, scallioli'd and be-spic'd enough. 
With Garbage various and unnumber'd slops. 
Their taste to please and occupy their chops, 
Smok'd on the board — with many dishes more. 
Too num'rous for my pen in counting o'er ; 
In style and excellence to vie at least, 
With great O'Rorke's or Gilloe's noble feast. 
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First in the chase, the Man of God was seen, 
To carve and gorge, and carve and gorge again : 
With jaw-bone stout that Sampson's would excel, 
And would the host of Philistines repel : 
Their Ghostly Leader his Disciples follow, 
With equal rage to lacerate and swallow. 
Never did Ostriches on carrion prey., 
With such voracious appetites as they ! 
Or ne'er was^esk so silently devoured : 
The Beer in vain from foaming kegs was pour'd !— ^ 
But soon the Beverage rous*d them ; aftex grace, ^ 
Stout Innishone vermillion'dev'ry face ; 
Quick, Bowls and Bottles went in circulation, 
And Liquor threaten'd a small inundation: 
The noise that's past, was nothing to what followed, 
Somegrumbled,curst,somebelch'd and others swallowed. 

The Priest with Panglos,— «//a loud uproar^ 
And some had wit that wanted it before. 
Now Noon and Cunningham began to sound. 
Whilst notes symphonic fill'd the ^oid around : 
True Sons of Orpheic origin well known^ 
Unmatch'd at Ghaunter, — flurroo, — or Tenor-Drone,- 

Straight to the dance the brawny Hinds repair, 
At once to win the no less brawny Fair ; 
They tugg*d, and toil'd alternate^ 'till so heated. 
They stumbled, strutted, stagger 'd^st^^k and sweated !1 

Ah ! what a scene the midnight hour displayed ! 
A scene Chaotic, Nature disarray'd : 
With living Carcases the floor bespread ! 
While Shewane's breech snstain'd the Barber's head. 
Red Rose and Kate, the Barber's barbarous wife, 
Tugg'd in each others locks, with mortal strife : 
The Cookmaid snorted in an easy chair. 
Her arms extended and her bosom bare ! ! ! 
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And Peg by witchcraft, or by wind opprest, 
(O may no straggler interrupt her rest !) 
She snor'd and snorted ! ! whilst the latent charms 
Of Joan, were ransack'din Mulroony's arms. 

What dreaming, screaming, grunting next succeeded j 
What sculls were batter'd, wigs and shawls unheeded? 
What Babes begot ?— What hasty matches clos'd ? 
What wives were cropsick, and what husbands dos'd? 
Would tire the patience of a modern Job : 
'Till morn appeared, array'd in purple robe, 
When Lark and Screech-owl their shrill notes divide. 
To cheer the motley Group, — and hail the Bride. 

Verses to a Lady, who refused the Kisses of her hover* 

O! turn not those dear lips away. 
But let us kiss while yet we may. 
While yet wo may, for stealing time, 
Will ne'er restore " these hours of prime !*' 
The blushing Sun that sets to nighty 
To-morrow rises with new light, 
But ah! when once our day is done. 
The shade of endless night comes on, 
.An hundred kisses, then my Fair! 
And now another hundred spare. 
Another hundred shall remain, 
Grant then the number o'er again. 
Who kissing can despise or blame? 
A chaste delight that's still the same ; 
Where Love is ever but begun, 
Never, oh! never to be done : 
Those lips- more press'd more lovely glow. 
More sweetly pout — more dimply grow ; 
Should I, ten thousand kisses gain. 
New stores of bliss would still remain. 
Thus tho' the chaste industrious bee, 
Of blooming shrub, — or fragrant tree. 
The sweets with greedy joy devours. 
Unhurt the leaves— the beauteous flowers! 

N 
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RED ROSE: 



OR, THE 



HARMONIC RIVALS, 



The sun was set: the busy day was o'er, 

And pedlars strain'd their piping lungs no more ; 

With tents well stor'd each neighboring road was lin'd, 

And ev'ry Ale-house-wife exceeding kind : 

Of these Red Rose the purest liquor sold, 

Rich, ripe, and ruby, tho' not five days old ; 

Her spacious t«nts had seats for soft repose, 

And from her pots luxuriant steam arose ; 

Before her tent she sat with gracious air, 

To greet her friends returning from the Fair 1 

Hard task ! her tongue was not one moment mote, — 

For who could pass without a kind salute ? 

Scarce could her tent the crowded guests contain, 

Scarce could her hands supply the cheerful train : 

From friend to friend, high foaming cups went roond, 

In songs the music of the drones was drownM : 

And now Tom-tip taught ev'ry note to thrill, 

While MuNSTER-JACK exerted all hia skill ! 

Both pipers, — both well known all o^er the land. 

For cards, and dice, low wit, and sleight of hand : 

Both drunkards, am'rous, vers'd in ev'ry art; 

To drain a cask, or wound a female heart : 

Tom's softer strains young simple maids allure, 

And MvNSTER-JACK no rival can endure ! — 
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Hence discord and disdain — the greatest wits, 
Are oft tormented with such jealous fits : 
What wonder then, if jack. would swell with pride I 
Hear — how he spoke, and how tom-tip replied : — 

MUNSTER.JACK. 

On thee, Glonmel ! sure ev'ry blessing falls, — 
And joy for ever dwells within thy walls ; 
Nor less delightful are thy neighb'ring bowVs, 
Where merry sportsmen pass their careless hours, — 
Where grateful dews descend from evening skies. 
And morning odours from the flowers arise, 
Where " order in variety" we see, 
And where tho' all things differ, all agree; 
Where in full light the russet plains extend. 
Where wrapt in clouds the bluish hills ascend. 
Where sportive pleasure sets young hearts on fire^ 
And music. Shepherds, Lords alike admire, 
There bred with gentle Folks I learn'd my trade, 
Nor were my fingers hardened by the spade ; 
Yield now ye Bag-pipes to the noisy drum. 
And let spring- water be preferred to rum ; 
Let th' ace of hearts the club's black knave defy. 
Since poor Tom-tip with Munster-jack can vie. 

TOM-TIP, 

Thy praise Loughrea, let ev'ry Stranger tell. 
Whose Maids in beauty as in wealth excel ; 
Whose air no clouds, no morning fogs obscure. 
Whose bread is wholesome, and whose drink is pure : 
Within thy walls, to Priestcatchbrs unknown, 
All things are safe, but maiden-heads alone, 
Tis there my pipes for ranting Bucks I sound — 
How shillings jingle when the plate goes round ! 
Sure low Mushrooms like Mountain oaks may rise 
And Daly from Burke, snatch the Galway Prize, 
Yon crescent Moon may teach the sun to see, 
Since Munster- Jack pretends to cope with me. 
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MUNSTER-JACK. 

An i\r'ry flute, with silver-tipt I boast, 

A fairy brought it from tb' Arabian Coast ; 

How straight and smooth ! this, while my breath inspires. 

Old wives, grown youthful, feel their former fires. 

TOM-TIP. 

My drones, 'tis true, no silver riugs embrace. 
Nor Is my Chanter of the fairy race ; 
Yet honest Maids, whose hearts to truth incline. 
Will swear no music is more sweet than mine. 

MUNSTER-JACK. 

On me young Tom a dainty nag bestow'd. 
Fit for the Plough — but fitter for the road ; 
John gives me wine, nor is the wine misplaced. 
The good old Colonel is a man of taste : 
While men like these my lofty notes admire. 
Poor Tom sits tippling by an Ale-house fire ! 

TOM-TIP. 

On Maunsell's ground three pieball Cows I feed. 
And three young Heifers of the Kerry breed : 
Nor think my bags are dry for want of wine. 
For now O'Mara and young Blake are mine ; 
If with Red Rose I pass an idle day, — 
For Rose what piper could refuse to play ? 

MUNSTER-JACK. 

Ye Gods ! how Kate doth fill my heart with glee^ 
So kind, so fond, and of her punch so free ! 
Yet more than Kate her servant-made a prize 
For smooth as doeskin are her legs and thighs : 
And sure no doe with greater speed can run, 
A smack she ran for, and that smack she won. 
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TOM-TIP. 

A batcher's niece was once my soul's delight, 
But out of mind soon follows out of sight : 
To good Kate Kearney* my respects I paid, 
And now I love the Miller's blooming Maid ! 
Whose limbs in beauty, with her face agree, 
No Munster lass hath lighter heels than She 

MUNSTER JACK. 

I grant her heels were lighter than her head, 
When Waller found her with his groom in bed : 

And when the Cook; 

Alas ! no more he sung. 
Against the floor his guiltless pipes were flung. 
The Channter perish'd, with a mournful sound. 
And half the reed was buried in the ground ! 
Ah ! whence this frantic rage ? — O Tom, forbear 
And let a knave, a brother knave revere. 
Up bounc'd Red Rose the rising fray to quell, 
And as she bounc'd her pipe in splinters fell ! 
Tom's arm she seiz'd and whilst she held it faz^t, 
An earthen jug the Munster piper cast : 
But miss'd his aim ; for, rolling as It went. 
On a poor Cobbler's cheek its force was spent ! 
Two pond'rous grinders from their sockets tore. 
Ah ! doom'd to stretch a Bullock's hide no more ! 
The crowd stood up : Men, Women, took th' alarm, 
All wedg'd together like a clustering swarm ; 
The graver sort restrain, reproach, advise. 
And trembling maidens join their feeble cries : 
When lo ! the Cobbler from his seat arose, 
The blood yet gushing from his mouth and nose ; 
All pale wMh rage he rush'd upon the crew, « 
With head, hands, feet, friends, foes^ and all o'erthrew ! 
Then all alike with thirst of vengeance burn'd. 
The seats were shatter'd and the pots oer'turn'd 

•AKUlarneyMaid. 
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Wit 

h oDe loud crash the bulging tent was broke, 

Tho' form'd of canvass and strong ribs of oak ! 

Reeling and tumbling o'er each other's heads. 

Wide o*er the green the mad battalion spreads. 

So waters gathered on a rising ground^ 

Rush thro* the dams, and float the vales around ! 

And now the Cobbler lifts a weighty stone, 

Which with full force at Munster Jack was thrown ; 

But whilst to earth the cautious piper bends, 

The rough rude bullet on a cask descends ; 

The vessel burst, and with a dreadful sound. 

Like yawning ice, when heedless boys are drown*d ! 

The beer, that pleasing cordial of the poor. 

In frothy torrents inundates the floor ; 

Red Rose beheld and felt more grief, no doubt, 

Than if her husband's brains were dash'd about. 

As India dames, their sons or brothers slain, 

In frantic gestures to the Gods complain ! 

Lo ! to the skies her plaintive paws were spread. 

Her eyes with fury starting from her head ; 

Then seizM a tankard, which by chance was full, 

ResolvM to crush the crazy Cobbler's skull ! * 

The tankard flies, but erring as it goes. 

Falls like a bomb on George the tailor's nose ! 

Ill-fated youth ! — the darling of the fair, 

For snufi^, white stockings, and well-powder'd hair ; 

In vain, alas ! the useful art he found. 

To cock his hat and circumcsie it round ; 

In dust he lay ; the fustian frock he wore 

Was drench'd with beer and stain'd with purple gore ! 

Now Munster Jack to his associates cries, 

*' See ! where my drone, unhappy victim ! lies: 

So great a conquest shall a scoundrel boast ; 

And shall my chaunter unreveng'd be lost ? 

As thick as watchmen to a spreading flame, 

His comrades one and all to mischief came ; 
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At Tom they flew, (so dogs a bull surround,) 

And from his back their oaken bludgeons bound; 

Whilst Tom defenceless, for assistance calls, 

Full on his arm a pond'rous cleaver falls ! 

Down drops his chaunter, (once so soft, so sweet,) 

And bag-pipes squeak beneath their Master's feet ! 

'Twas then Kate Kearney heard the dreadful fray, 

Where stretchM at ease, beside the road she lay, 

Not spent with too much toil, but overcome 

By treac'hrous Hermes in the form of rum ! 

With hair disordered, in a trice she rose. 

And saw Tom-Tip encompassed by his foes ! 

Tom once so dear ! — henceforth, ye Nymphs, be brave, 

And learn like Kate your lovers lives to save ! 

With strength endued, tho' frail about the waist, 

A beggar's crutch she snatched in furious haste ; 

Fierce as a bitch whose whelps are stolen away, 

This fierce Zantippe mingled in the fray : 

Her stiff strong arms the jostling crowd divide, 

And strokes on strokes she deals on ev'ry side. 

First Nick the Barber felt her vengeful ire, 

Nick the gay cricket of each Neighbour's fire : 

Whose merry tales made mournful faces bright, 

The Miller's solace and the Smith's delight ; 

Next on a Pedagogue her fury fell, 

Who thought Albcto was let loose from Hell ! 

Nor trope nor figure could her rage withstand. 

And sure each neighb'ring schoolboy bless'd her hand ; 

A swaddling tinker then, she doom'd to fall, 

Knock'd by the beggar's crutch beside the wall ; 

And in his mouth, for godly praise renown'd. 

No text from scripture but G— d's zounds was found ! 

As Dick the dancer roU'd a watchful eye. 

Trembling with fear and yet asham'd to fly, 

P/ostrate he sunk bem^ath a thund'ring stroke. 

His arms were batter'd and his strings were broke ! 
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Who now^ alas ! shall charm the vulgar crew, 

With strains which Handel or Deburgh ne'er knew ? 

Ah ! can his labours be so soon forgot, 

Spare him, Oh ! Kate ! —who taught thee first to trot : 

Nor could black Tim without a wound escape, 

A fresh young Shepherd of a comely shape ; 

Whose songs are strong altho' his arms are weak, 

And on his trembling jew-harp seems to speak. 

What grief, Red Rose, thy tender bosom tore ? 

To see thy brother welt'ring in his gore : 

Tet not in fruitless tears that grief was spent, 

To sweet revenge, her rising wrath she bent ! 

With all her might she struck th' unguarded foe, 

The cudgel crack'd — Kate reel'd beneath the blow ! 

Till like a tree that struggles with a blast, 

And falls uprooted by the storm at last. 

Headlong she falls, before the gazing throng, 

Stretch'd at full length beside the child of song ! 

Now Rose exulting urg'd her friends to rise, 

And cheer'd the rest with animating cries ; 

Nor sturdy S ancho in a blanket toss'd, 

Nor e'en Don Quixote, when his teeth he lost. 

Felt such resentment as this warlike band, 

All sorely wounded by a female hand. 

At helpless Kate a show'r of dirt was thrown, 

And all their rage was aim'd at her alone. 

Straight th' adverse party to her rescue flew. 

The tumult spreads, the battle blaz'd anew ! 

Shout after shout, taught ev'ry throat to roar, 

And those engag'd that shunn'd the fray before ; 

Thicker than folks that for precedence strive. 

Thicker than bees when crowding to the hive. 

They mix in fight, a wild tempestuous throng. 

Stick clash'd with stick, and clown drove down along ; 

Kate roar'd for help, (not sailors half so loud 

When the red light'ning flash'd from shroud to shroud ;) 
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Nor tears, nor cries her brutal foes could charm^ 

One seiz'd her leg, one fasten'd on her arm ! 

To Heav'n at length with upward eyes she pray'd^ 

And Heav'n sure loves a charitable maid: 

For lo ! descending from his steed appear'd, 

The rude, rough priest whom all his people fear'd ; 

His lash he whirl'd amidst the warring Crew, 

The clamour ceas'd — the Combatants withdrew : 

With wrathful eye he view*d the dismal scene : 

Hats, hoods, cloaks, cravats, scatter'd o'er the green! 

Then first with zeal the list'ning croud he chargM, 

And chose a text, and on that text enlarged, 

Potteen makes Men the foulest crimes commit. 

Ah ! think what Lot did in a drunken fit. 

Rose broach'd a cask — the Man of God drew nigh. 

For after preaching ev'ry throat is dry: 

Around their Guardian flock'd the wounded Swains, 

Whiskey and Music banish'd all their pains ; 

The blazing tubes diffused a grateful smoke. 

The milkmaid laugh'd, the ploughman crack'd his joke ; 

ToM-TiP and Jack eternal friendship swore. 

Red Rose embraced her gossips o^er and o'er. 

The skilful Dick once more his art display'd. 

While Tim with Kate a tuneful concert made ! 

Each am'rous heart was tickled with the sound. 

And kisses straight instead of kicks went round! 

At length the cask was drain'd of all its store. 

Now Rose was curs'd when she could give no more : 

Each guest departed with an acbing head 

And rising Ph(EBUs lighted all to Bed. 



The Loughrea Shylogk ! 
AND HIS Dutiful Heir. 
Old Gripus the Hawker is gone to the D — 1 !! ! 

To leave his dear Money sore griev'd the old Man, 
So dutiful Rakely his Heir and so civil \ 
Is sending it after him fast as he can. 

o 
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A DIALOGUE 



BETWEEN 



FRIENDSHIP AND LOVE. 



Inscribed to James Lysagbt, Esq* 



Where genial airs their breezy wings display'd, 
And fann'd the rising harvest of the glade, 
Love wand'ring, — Friendship in a valley found, 
Asleep and nodding o'er the fragrant ground, 
Pleas'd at the advantage, Love his quiver took, 
And drew the fatal arrow — Friendship woke. 

Love. — What art thou ? — speak. 

Friendship. — Friendship I am — thy name? 
LovB. — Men call me Love and I am great in fame. 
F. — Great thou'rt indeed ; but oh ! to me how small ! 
Can what their ruin is, men greatness call ! 
Love. — Who ruin'd most — let History relate, 
There may the Vot'ries read their early fate ; 
Thus the Triumvirate men Friendship name, 

■4' 

More than a nation's funeral became ; 
Had Egypt's king prov'd to his friendship true, 
PoMPEY had liv'd, nor owM his fate to you. (name, 

F.^-- Calld'st thou that Friendship ? thou as well may'jst 
Love, lust; right, wrong; and innocency, shame; 
Begone— ^thy pow'r is vain, thy name's a cheat ; 
Thou'rt born by sloth and nourish'd by deceit ! 
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'Twas thou mad'st Paris^ Men£LAU.s betray^, 

And ClytemSestra, Agamemnon slay; 

By thee Lucretia's violated charms, 

Were made subservient to a Tarquin's arms. 

'Tvras thou warm*st Myrrha with incestuous fire 

And mad'st her in a weeping tree expire. 

Thee CEnone eurs'd, when Paris rov'd 

And false to her, for fairer Helen prov'd, 

Thee the world hates, and thy pernicious arts,. 

Thou vile corrupter of ingenuous hearts ! 

Love. — Me, Jove obeys; Hermes resigns his rod ; 

I frame the Hero and inform the God, 

Me Pan ador'd, when thro' the shady grove 

He importuned the Jibing Nymph with Love ; 

Swift o'er Lycea's mount the virgin flew. 

Till Ladon's stream her parent Jlood she knew, 

She pray'd nor pray'd in vain, the Gods decreed. 

And the maid ended in a trembling reed. 

Me, wishing Girls that they may happy prove, 

Intreat ; they pray, and all their pray'r is Love. 

Me, curious Lovers that with silence tread, 

Invoke e'er they attempt the genial bed. 

Me, Earth, Sea, Air, me Heav'n and Hell obey ; 

Thro' all eternity I stretch my sway ! 

F. — Thro* all eternity my pow'r extends, 

And Heav'n is happier by its Godlike friends, 

Th' Elysian fields th' illustrious s/iades admire, 

Virgil retunes his long-neglected Lyre ; 

Again ^neas in the Circus stands. 

And for the sports selects the choicest bands, 

The games begin; swift as the Eastern wind, 

Nisvs shoots out ; and leaves the rest behind. 

He falls, and on the plain extended lies 

And pulls thee Saliu9, as he strives to rise. 

Made gloriously defeat, loud shouts attend^ 

EuRYALUS who conquers by his friend. 
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Here Py lades with bis OrestEs roves, 
No more Hermione disturbs their Loves, 
No more T hes a u do Tartarus descends; 
But in Elysium clasps bis God>like friends, 
Lock'd in-MEZENTius' arms young Lausus stands 
And laughs at VoLCENs and his airy Bands : 
Both. — Then let us end our strifes, and both agree, 
Friendship and Love should ne'er divided be. 



TRANSLATION 

Of a song, written by the Princess of Kerry, oo the untimely Death of ber 
Lover, O'Brien, of Tbomond, \rho was treacherlouly Murdered by an 
English Lord. 

L Ye Maidens of Erin ! shed tears at the story, 
See ! Brien's brave brother ingloriously slain ! 
In the dawn of his youth, in the pride of his glory, 
The hand of his guest is still red with the stain. 

2. Oh ! sons of the brave ! are your swords idly sheathed 
Do you know how your Fathers would punish a knave? 
Would they mutely remain till their rights were invaded. 
Or silently rest at the threats of a slave. 

3. By the blood ofyour Sires and their dust I implore ye. 
To look to your wrongs nor submissively lie, 

See ! tyrants uniting to tarnish your glory, 
Shall tyrants subdue you — shall silence reply ! 

4. With the blood of your Friends shall yotrr vallies be 

gory, 
Shall your maids to their Lover's Assassins be wed. 
Unite, and no danger shall rise up before ye, 
Till strangers are humbled and tyrants are dead, 

5. The Brave shall rejoice, and the Harp be resounded, 
The bands of communion sincerely re-tied 

And I will forgive, tho' with sorrow surrounded, 
But never forget how my Lover had died ! 
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THE MODERN SOLON. 

MOST HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO JUDGE TORRENS, Ac. dkc 

O thou! ID whom each brighter Virtue joins, 

Alike in letters and expression great; 
Whose gen'rous soul no partial view inclines. 

To warp thy justice, from her steady seat! 
Mark ! with what judgment thro' th* intricate maze 

Of doubtful Law, his watchful eye explores ; 
Justice in fairest robes of white displays 

And falsehood with resistless truth o'erpowVs: 
Whilst at the bench admiring crowds attend. 

And hang with rapture on thy manly sense, 
Conviction learns the stubborn heart to bend, 

And sweet persuasion charms with eloquence ! 
Nor yet does rigid justice nerve 1hy arm, 

To prove relentless terror o'er the mind ; 
When trembling prisoners hear the dread alarm. 

And death with gloomy horror stands behind ! 
Ah no ! — Compassion swells that speaking eye, 

Expressive looks convey the sad report ; 
Th' expanded soul dissolves into a sigh. 

Whilst pity melts the sympathizing Court ! — 
Equal in senate arethj pow'rs confest. 

When some great ot>ject glides upon thy tongue ; 
Whilst Erin's glory, kindling in thy breast. 

Glows with fresh ardorir tbro' th' illustrious throng ! 
Blest in thy Country's love, where all conspire, 

To give that incense, gratitude demands ; 
Envy herself stands silent to admire, 

Abash'd — while so much dignity commands ! 
E'en here the muse can feel a ^n^rous flame, 

Charm'd with those virtues that adorn thy brcw ; 
Virtues that soar upon the wings of fame, 

And shed a lustre good men only kdow ! 
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THE BUTTERFLY, 

A SIMILE ADDRESSED TO THE LADIES. 

1. To vilest reptiles, air or earth 

To mortal view e'er gave, 
The gayest insects owe their birth, 

Their being, all they have. 
Thus, in one lineage we trace, 

Congenially descry, 
The loathsome maggots groveling race. 

And gaudiest butterfly. 

2. Low in the dust the reptile crawls, 

'Till Phoebus's bright ray 
Breaks from his filthy, filmy walls 

That insect coxcomb gay : — 
On golden pinions then he soars 

He cleaves the yielding sky 
Or sips the amaranthine flow'rs, 

Tho' but a butterfly. 

3. In all impertinently vain, 

The foppish flutt'rer tires. 
And in one summer's transient reign, 

Droops— sickens — and expires. 
Thus many fqps of human make, 

Spring up, act, live, and— die. 
In form alone, of man partake. 

In mind a butterfly. 

4. List, then, ye Fair, 'tis Reason's voice! 

In him you wish to bless, 
Let solid sense direct your choice. 

Nor stoop to nothingness. 
The coxcomb, fop, and Beau detest, 

Whos9 female manners cloy, 
And blessing worth, he ever blest, 

Not with a butterfly. 



Ill 

A COPY OF LINES TO MISTER DAY, 

WHO FROM HIS LANDLORD RAN AWAY. 

Here Day and night conspired a^sudden flight, 

And Day they say has stole away by night. 

Day's past and gone — why Landlord, where's your rent, 

Did yon not see that Day was almost spent ? 

Day pawn'd and sold^ and part of what he might 

Tho' it be e'er so dark Day will be light, 

Yon had one Day a tenant and would feign, 

Your eyes to see that Day but once again : 

No, Landlord, no! now you may truly say, 

(To your cost too), that you have lost the Day. 

Day is departed in a mist I fear 

And Day has broke and yet does not appear. 

From time to time, he promis'd still to pay, 

Yon should have rose before the break of Day ; 

But if you had, youM have got nothing by't. 

For Day was cunning and broke over night ; 

Day, like a candle is gone out, but where. 

None knows unless to 'nother Hemisphere, 

Then to the tavern let us haste away. 

Come cheer up, hang't, 'tis but a broken Day : 

And he that trusted Day for any sum. 

Will have his money if that Day will come. 

But, how now. Landlord ! — what's the matter, pray ? 

What! you can't sleep, you long so much for Day ; 

Have you a mind, sir ! — to arrest a Day, 

There's no such BailifiF now as Joshue. 

Cheer up then, Man! what tho* you've lost a sum 

Do you notknowthat pay day yet will come? 

I will engage, do you but leave your sorrow, 

My life for your's, Day comes again to-morrow ; 

And for your rent never torment your soul. 

You'll quickly see, Day peeping thro' a hole. 
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THE FRIAR. 

A certain Friar while he preach'd 

Of patient Job did speak ; 
When he came home, he foand, sad chance ! 

His cask had sprang a leak. 
EnragM— his clerk did him advise^ 

Job for a pattern chuse; 
But he replied, ^< JoB ne*er had such 

'/t tub of Ale to lose ! 



A JEUX D ESPRIT ON MISS BUTLER, 

A LITTLE, SHORT LADY: WRITTEN IN 1807. 



Sails parva res est. 

1. When any thing abounds, we find 

That no body will have it, 
But when there's little of the kind 
Don't all the people crave it. 

2. If wives are evils, as*tis known. 

And wo fully confess' d ! 
The man, whose wife will surely own 
A little one is best. 

3. The God of Love's a little wight, 

And beautiful as thought: 
Thou too art little, fair as light. 
And ev'ry thing in short ! ! ! 

4. Angelic Bess! I think thee so. 

For mark the Poet's song 

*^ Man wants but little here below, 
" Nor wants that little long !'' 

mgo, 1807. 
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ISILIE©ir( 



The most sorrowful Elegy of all Elegies ! ! on the deplored death of 
MR. THOMAS KEAN, Poet and Fiddler, many a year of the Con- 
namara Circuit, reviewer-general of his own works, whithersoever his 
itinerant fancy led him thro' the several stages of Life, in the Counties 
of Galway, Clare, and Mayo, where he shone the ornament of whiskey- 
tkhops, jig-houses, wakes, hurlings, patrons, and such like respectable 
Conventions, until the 17th of March last, when he resigned his tuneful 
breath, to the utter loss and sorrow of all Lovers of Fiddling, rhyming, 
and hot-pot drinking. 



** Quis 4esiderio sit ptidor, 

Tan cari capitis." Hon. 



Burst are life's stritig^, and lost CremoDa^s pride. 
Soundless that kit to every Mus^ allied ! — 
Sunk IS the baid, Philosopher and Friend, 
Whose elbow-genius, thousand tongues commend : 
Whose tuneful numbers like some opiate pow'r, 
Produced the balm of many a drowsy hour! 
Fall'n is my Kean for whom the nine shall mourn. 
While briars and hemlock twine around his urn : 
For him no more the village wish shall rise ! 
For him no more shall sparkle aSusoh^s eyes ! 
For him no more shall foam the morning jill, 
Or early bag-pipes sound their fav'rite thrill 1 
No more his stanzas bless Conundrum Hall, 
No more shall WestporT hear his drowsy call ; 
No more his kit and Cantos shall keep time, 
Or rival Lowslall's dear congenial rhyme. 
View his sad bier !-ah! list to ev'ry tongue 
So often burthen'd with his native song ! 
In him they mourn the midnight jig and reel. 
In him the tap-rooms' common loss they feel! 
In him the blithest Fiddler they deplore, 
Who rhymed, who tippled and who'll sing no mare ! ! ! 

p 
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'riQatck to bis grare, you Lumpkins, from each shop, 
And round display the CouDamara hop ; 
Such ad Geutbos in wild disorder form, 
.^he troubled spirit of some ghost to charm : 

'*$ing how he chas*d your anxiouscares away, 

"'•Speak his soft numbers and his jokes display : 
Say that in ^* in frost, in sunshine oi" in rain ! 
Qere lies your humble servant, THOMAS KEAif !" 
Who often forc'd your shaking sides, to hit, 
Witb.fits. electric of his cyclic wit ! ! ! 

^ Who now like him, shall cheer each neighb'ring Fair, 

^'Or live in fame from Castlebar to Clare ? 

-V Or vvho can £ddle down a midnight's bill ? 

V Or boast like him Kilkelly twice to kill : 

^ Or put that tuneful Baud beneath the table, 
And well he might for Cain alone slew Abel ! 

ilf Cain slew Abel why notable still, 
The. Lyric Bard Kilkellly twice to kill !— 
'Who now at Christenings, weddings can be found, 
The Pope and Handel of the parish round ? 
What Bard so blest with conscious joy to tell, 
His od^s, acrostics, or the Lever's spell : 
That magic jsp^ll that^rM the cookmaid's heart ! 
And seem'd to rival Breslaw and his art ! 
Lost are those charms that sung tp soft repose, 
And sooth'd the Hinds' unutterable woes ! 
Silent his muse, his fiddle now unstrung, 
And tasteless all the Hybia of his tongue! 
Yet while one wedding can recall his fame, 
Or hurlings, wakes, or c^kes endear a. name : 
Around his tomb-stone cabbage stalks bespread, 
And sprigs of nettles crown his icy bed : 
-Pipers shall flock their yearly rites to pay, 
Big with the sorrows of Saint Patrick's day ; 
While the sad owL that long iuspir'd his lays. 
In kindred strains^ complains, Tom Kean's, short days1 ! 
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THE TRIUMVIRATE, 

DEDICATED 

To Samuel Dixon, Esq. Limerick' 

All-hail, ye Advocates of Innisfail! 
O'CoNOR Don ! Sir John ! and Magnamara bail ! 
Rejoice RosoommoD, Clare, and Galway too,. 
Tres Cicerones are returned by you ! ! ! 
Who earn'd the People's and the Poet's voice, 
On YOU (selected Men !) descends th' Almighty's choice - 
Tis Heav'n^s cbramand, you should for Erin feel. 
Freedom restore — restore the people's weal. 
O ! dare tb persevere, assert your right^^ 
Be justly led by your own native light !^ — 
Dauntless opposers ! of tyrannic sway. 
By hard, hard struggle you must gain the day, 
Stern Wellington and Peel must now obey. 

Come now, O muse! to hail O'Conor Don ! 
The Patriot, Chesterfield and PRINCE in one : 
Kind Heav'n has planted in his noble frame. 
What worth can minister, what want can claim : 
Honor and truth have dignified his mind ^ .. 
In him the Nine a ready refuge find 



In him th' unclouded rays of science shine: 

In him the Philosophic beam divine.- 

Not so, Tom-Tip, who o'er his foible reigns, 
Filches from others, what supplies his brains ; 
"Pot public goodhe blusters all abroad. 
Serves well th' intentions of a private fraud ; 
With sentiments absurd, and silly views. 
Which he with pride precipitate pursues :-<-* 
Pray, what is Tippler* but an empty shade ? 
By the reflections of his actions made : 

* Tbe Grandson of the present Tippler, kept a Shebeen house, and died 
(rom drinking large libations of Mountain-dew, in tbe West of MonsUnw 

The Muse would paint Drain-Naggin to a tittle, 
But telling mdre, would tie to tell too little t 
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Wonders he'd do — to be for ever knowD, 
He*d wish to make the age to come his own. 
Meo, the most infamous, are fond of fame. 
And those who fear not guilt yet start at shame. 
Such vain pretenders, wing'd with daring flight. 
The Muse must drag them trembling to the light, 
And drive them shuddering from the face of earth, 
And make them curse the hour that gave them birth: 
Such nauseous Harlequins in farce may pass , 
But Tommy proves a more substantial Ass. 
Dissembling Man ! hence to the Stoic school, 
And there amongst thy brethren play the fool. 
False are your words, and fickle is your mind, 
For in your faithless breast we ne'er can find, 
Vows made to last, or promises to bind. 
The Hypocrite defeats his own design. 
Splits on the rock he labours to divine . 
From all assurances he swerves and strays, 
Ignoble minds work by ignoble ways ; 
Such cold Hypocrisy's a state device, 
A worn-out trick long exercis'd by ****. 

The knight of Marblehill'N: to honor traln'd. 
Long Erin^s cause he gloriously mantain'd ; 
fTiV words to sacred truth shall be confin'd, 
Ht's deeds shall show the greatness of his mind : 
His noble actions would adorn a throne, 

For virtue, fame and honor, are his own. 

Not so the man, who virtue long disgrac'd. 
He's got a head where learning runs to waste ; 
Nor does one spark of grace possess his soul, 
For long has vice inhabited the whale ! 
And his smooth speech is most deceitful found. 
The smoothest numbers oft are empty sound : 

Is gravely dull, — insipidly serene 

He carries all his wisdom in his mien : 
Like lead, his meanings hasten to the mud. 
When fools prove Ciceros— ^c must be good 1 1 ! 

• Sir John Burke, Bart. County Galwayr 
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Hail, Doble MacDamara! whose grand sires 
Confess'd the truest, purest, martial fires ; 
'Tis thine on ev'ry heart t' imprint thy praise, 
Whose worih alone a monument can raise. 
To friendship dear, to goodness long inclined, 
By virtue lov'd,>and honored by mankind ; 
Whose soul is equity, — whose heart sincere, 
Whose words give rapture to his naitve Clare, 
And is distinguished high, in nature*s hemisphere. 

Not so the Fop, to verse and wisdom blind, 
Who Is a man, without a manly mind ; 
A prodigy that ripen'd all at once, 
A perfect knave, but yet a perfect dunce ; 
He'd feign a red-hot zeal for Erin's cause, 
And moM aloud for liberties and laws : 
Such dunderheaded dunces are the bane, 
Of ev'ry age, and in all ages reign. 
Fools only make attempts beyond there reach, 
They fear too little, and they dare too much ; 
With ichnographic art, he's hourly plotting 
To be sublimely great, or to be — nothing. — 

O ! need the Muse invite the County Clare, 
To make munificence their constant care ; 
By nature taught to pity they incline, 
With heart and hand support each good design. 
Here, holy piety and wisdom dwell. 
And gen'rous fervours in each bosom swell : 
Here, the great source of science^ flows once more, 
Whose proud, rich streams supplied the world before. 
Here, noble deeds with humble steps aspire. 
Here, charity stills fans her sacred fire ! 
Here, human hearts with sacred joy engage, 
T' infuse with tenderness the rising age, 
T' inspire compassion in the feeling breast. 
And cheerful learn to succour the distrest. — 
This far-famM Shire is long by Heav'n designed 
The sure Asylum of the suffering kind. — 

* Witness the Classical Schools in the County Clare, held by Mussct. 

JMoiiONY and FxTZQfiRMiD, 
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p. S.— Next, DAn O'Connell is my chiefest Theme, 
I love the Man but can't augment his fame ; 
So does he move the soul, so touch the heart, 
With purest diction, not debauch'd by art ! 
He'd boldly urg^ the argument he should, 
Tb' impulse of nature and the^force of blood ; 
Who e'er he chooses for his purpose fit, 
Woe to that man the subject of his virit ! 
His pointed words^ impetuous yet severe, 
Produce at once a wild, terrific fear ! 
Proceed, great Patriot, in thy bold career^ 
And shine exalted as the starry sphere : 
Where Cato's soul, and Tully's tongue unite, 
And Brutus' firmness in his Country's right. 
Not Golden Goblets crown'd with sparkling wine, 
E'er gave such elevating joys as thine ! 
Thy manly deeds and loud applauded name 
Must live for ever, deified by fame : 
Yes ! Hr, must live till time shall 'whelm in dust, 
The pompous Mausoleum, the mimic bust : 
Nor Mill whole Kingdoms 'neath th' expanded sky 
Blaze in one flame, shall Dan. O'Connbll die!!! 



A TOWN AND COUNTRY LIFE— com pared. 

There, beauteous nature ever keeps her seat, 
Here, blackest vice with policy replete. 
There, do we walk in Heavn's delightful light, 
But here, we grope in labyrinth of night; 
There, sweet amusement tries her harmless powr's, 
Here, dissipation wastes the precious hours ; 
There, pleasure, looks a plesusing modest wife, 
But here, a harlot — cause of endless strife : 
Here, simple viands hunger makes appear 
Sweeter, than all that luxu^ry makes iAere/ 
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AN ADDRESS TO THE ROMAN CATHOLICS OF IRELAND. 



At length, my Friends, arriv'd is Freedom^s Sun, 

And hence our days in cloudless bliss shall run ; 

No stern oppression, with her bigot rage, 

Shall mark with fury the historic page. 

Twice sixty winters roU'd the gath'ring storm. 

Since gen'rous love was taught our breast to warm ; 

But fell Suspicion and her haggard train. 

Had fix'd their dreary inauspicious reign. 

Around our domes did Persecution's band. 

Like blood-stain'd Demons take their watchful stand : 

Till George the Fourth, in pity to our cause, 

Revok'd unsocial, sanguinary laws ; 

Such laws as Draco's fury penned in blood, 

Such laws as chok'd the tide of public good, 

Such laws as policy forbade to tell. 

By which divided millions sadly fell. 

Such gloomy laws now sink to endless night, 

Sects shall embrace and in firm bonds unite I 

The public weal on growing commerce rise, 

And waft our fortunes from remotest skies. 

Love, faith and energy, shall mark the Isle, 

And genial peace — and flowing plenty smile ! — 

Hail gen'rous Prince !— of such the limpid spring, 

Thy mercy's tide shall future Poets sing. 

How bl^st the People in thy parent care ! 

How blest the Monarch who such love can share ! 

While other States, to dread distraction torn, 

Convuls'd by War — to new disasters borne ; 

Feel discord, fury spread, each cruel rage, 

'Tis thine, august afl^eetion to engage. 

The balm of concord round thy Realms to shed, 

And see oblivion crush the Hydra's head! 
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THE SOONER, THE BETTER. 
Says Mamma to Miss, just come from Loiighrea, 
We'll have done with our work, and the things putaway, 
On the subject of marriage I're something to say; 

*' Yes, Mamma f the sooner, the better,-^ 

'* So long with the Misses, at Boarding-school bred, 
*' The thought of a husband oft ran in my head ; 
^' I think myself big enough now to be wed, 

" And truly, the sooner, the better** 

And could you to time and occasion give way, 
Know when to command and know when tp obey, 
And over your servants maintain a due sway? 

" Yes^ and truly y the stricter, the better J* 

But remember, when married you're fitted for life, 
To bear with neglect, disappointment and strife, 
Would you run all these risques to be changed to a wife! 

" Yes, and truly, the sooner, the better** 

** But I may get a husband good humour 'd and free ; 
<< And if be were fond and indulgent to me, 
*^ Why rd be as fondand as loving as he, 

" And truly, the fonder the better.*^ 

But should he be peevish, ill humour'd and thwart, 

How hard to endure it, till death do us part, 

«< rd break my own fetters or else break his heart ! 

** And truly, the sooner, the better ! 

THE SUMMER'S DAY. 
Up the hills scuds the mist,— from the vale see it rise, 
How Sol silver streaming greets the earth from the skies, 
The dew-drops hangs trembling, and ting'd with its ray, 
Out glitters the Diamond— while the lark sings its lay 

Warbling, Welcomes the Moon. 
From the blown hawthorn hedge from the prim-rose field 
And trice twisting woodbine ; feel what odours they yield. 
Hark ! the ploughman now whistles, as cheerful he goes, 
And viewing past labours, see ! how his cheek glows, 

At the green bliaded corn. 
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"liill the san sooth advaDcin^ extends the gay scene. 
And hills over hills, appear grandly serene, 
The droves in the brooic court the current's cool breeze^ 
While the oak-shaded herdsman lies stretch'd at his ease, 

Blest with health, labour sends. 
'Till abated the heat, thro' the meads back they stray. 
And lowing, milk laden, bend homeward their way ;. 
List 1 the blackbird's shrill notes give thestillness a zest. 
While the sun, fast retiring, sinks gold spangled to rest,. 

Thus, the Summer's day ends. 
Just so life, like the light, thro' a mist breaks its way. 
Our childhood's the dawn, and our youth will not stay. 
We shine but a moment, then downward we run, 
And the best end we make, is to set like the Sun, 

On a fine summer's day. 

ADVICE TO BRITAIN. 

{Humbly Dedicated to the Rev. Thomas Kelly,) 

Too long has vice triumphant led the way, 
And banish'd virtue from the realms of day. 
Let virtue, safest guide and truest friend. 
From her pure joy and happiness descend ; 
She, when we quit this tenement of clay 
Will waft our spirits to the realms of day. 
Justly, we may lament Europa's state, 
(A dreadful prelude to a future fate !) 
But conscience must with sorrow ever own 
That Heav'n is just — ^ahd sin provok'd the doom ! 
Rise, Britons ! — rise—your utmost pow'rs unite 
To banish vice, as day, the shades of night. 
Seek the straight path— and with an humble fear 
Teach your abandoned Sons their God to fear : 
Fair Virtue then virill deign a heav'niy smile 
And spread her potent wings o'er Britain's isle : 
The Fleets* and Armies guided by her hand. 
Will learn to conquer and their foes command ! 
Arm'd with her helmet and her potent diield^ 
She'll make all foreign powr'i^ taOod-likeWiLLMtf yiehR 

Q 
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Z0dL7 AND ZEDDT. 

Air ALLfiGOHT. 

For dhame, dear 2oolt, raiie tby drooping bead. 

Say ! why does grief thy peosive mien o*erspread ? 

IteVa think how nire shall pass oar time away, 

Or how oonsame the slowly-wasting day. 

There was a time when on yonr tonefal reed 

Sweet powrYal strains on fair Louoh-Lbhb yon play'd ; 

Ev'n Mangerton proolaimM th' enchanting sound. 

And all Ibrnb did yonr praise resound ! — 

Where then are these engaging raptures fled ? 

Lost are your charms and all their infioence dead ! 

200LY. 

Ah ! dearest Friend, Tre pip'd with pain too long. 

And what I earned by my symphonic song, 

A senseless Family misHSpent my store. 

And, like the grashopper, I sing tho* poor ! 

But why should I disturb my mind's repose. 

And jingling strains of fetter!d sense compose ? 

Why prostitute my honest muse for praise ; 

And youth's vain fiuicies and their passions please ? 

What profit thence to ZooiiV can arise ? 

Mine is the toil, but othere reap the prize. 

But praise, dear Zeddt, is a pleasing pain 

A weightier glory far exceeds the gain ; 

O ! what a pleasure, 'tis by rules of art, 

To please, engage, and captivate the heart. 

To form the tender minds of pliant youth. 

And teach the paths of virtue and of truth. 

ZBDDT. 

True, ZooLT ! praise proqiotes the poet's art. 
Springs ev'ry nerve^ and animates the heart ; 
Yet praise, like smoke, evaporates in the sky^ 
Words are but eir— their acoents break and die. 

ZpOLT. 

Unhappy Poeay, of bjjrth divine i .. 

Are ttiese the product of tky aaored sbriM^ 
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Are now tby laarets withont profit worn, 
And all tby Bons become tBe 8on0 of scorn ? 
Then, mark tbe wings of tby aspiring fame. 
And fly to Heav'n* indignant , whence yon came ! 

2EDDY. 

Alas ! Parnassus Is onfrnltfal ground. 

Our greatest bopes witb no rewards are crown'd. 

Farewell, ye Muses ! henoefbrtb I Intend 

To leave your Bow'rs, and seek some better Friend ; 

If any love MB, — and intend to give, 

I wisbto taste tbeir Bounty wbile I live ; 

For wbat care I wben Fate my tbread bas spun 

Tbo' brakes and thorns my Sepulchre o*er-run, 

Or that Posterity should read my Fame, 

While here / aiari^f to gain an empty Name ! 

ZOOLT. 

Weil hast thou sung, my greatest thanks are due. 

Just are thy words, and tby complaint is true ; 

In vain to future ages you transmit 

Killarney deck'd with monuments of wit, 

Poetk) Phrensy bolls within thy breast, 

Eager for action-*-enemy torest : 

This urges you to write, and fires your mind. 

To leave a memorable name behind ! 

And make it bloom to late posterity 

When we ourselves^ alas I no more are we. 

But see ! SoL bastens down the western skies. 

Nocturnal dews and diilly damps arise, 

'Tis time WE should be pent within the fold. 

From this deluded world, and from an arrant Scold ! 

(On Tom Ksan, whteh ihould have been inserted after page 114.) 

Toji KfiAK, the rpver here lies still. 

Without his fiddle or his quill : 

His fiddle screaming still for pence. 

His quill still scribbling without sense. f ^ Jo^S 

The THRBB here part, Tox, QuHl and Fiddle, 

But where they'll meet— that's all a riddle ! ! ! 



/^i; 
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THE CONFESSION. 

Alas! bow cao my sad^ rebellioua heart, 
The feelings of my wounded soul impart ? 
To whom shall I, bnt to my God complain, 
The crowded evils of my life t' explain ? 
For, in the sight of mortals could they see 
My inward slate ^ the world would fly from me : 
My friends would die, my foes however bold, 
Th' aggrieving sight could not unmov'd behold. 
A shipwreck'd pirate ; floating barge of sin» 
Without bewilder'd, and ransack'd within ; 
Deprav'd, despoil'd, deluded and betray'd ; 
With sorrows wrinkled and remorse decay'd : 
Gonfess'd, arraign'd and self-convicted I, 
For mercy, to my great Redeemer cry ; 
For respite from th* eternal Father, who 
Will listen to ray voice, O ! Lord ! but you. 
And to my troubled breast compunction give, 
Tears to mine eyes, to weep while I shall live. 
How long that while, how little while it be, 
O ! grant it may not be too short for me.«— 
Bless'd and ador'd for ever be the Host, • ... - . 
Jehovah! Father, Son and Holy Ghost ! . . 

ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF THE AUTHOR'S GRANDSON.. 

( Addressed to his Parents,) 
Hail, happy Father! of a blooming: Boy \ . 
Hail, gentle Mother ! — of a new-b6rn Joy ! 
Long may your presence in this world's great istag^^ 
Strengtlien the morals of his ripening 'lige : 
Long may his breast be ready to obey ' 
The tender dictates of parental sway, 
•Not like your {roward Patrui, of the present Jay 
And when the Gods who' re partial to that breast, 
Where goodness centres in each heay'nly Guest, 
Shall please to call yot4 to abodes above,. r. . 

Rewarding honor-^and religious lo ve ; . 
May y^'t/r perfections in your $on arise, ! 

Demanding wonder from admiring, eyes I . . 
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GENBftAJLS FAST, FilOSjr AND GALE, 

( WxHievk ifn^ny jjrears, back*) 

General Brunswick made a sad campaign^ 
General Cobourg took the field in vain» 
General Wormser bid the Troops advance : 
General York decj|ar'd he'd conqaer France ; 

• ■ 

All these vain effoicts of these Generals past. 
We rest our hope forlorn on Gieqeral Fast;- 



When General Fast could dot his foes subdue 
He left the field to Gen^ral,PjOHB!C^i(9. 
General Pi€HEGRU as 'tis said. 

With General Panic strack the Nation ; 
Of General Deluge got afraid; 

And shrunk from General Inundation : 
Stout General Dam the Dutchman's boast. 

Was thunder-struck by General Wsathb it. 
And more was done by General FROSf ^ 

Than all the Generics. put together. 
While Admiral Bridport lay at rest. 

And €oLPOTSev'ry where was peeping, 
Admiral De Galles stole from Brest, 

And thought to catch the Irish sleeping. 
But a rare Admiral, General Gale, 

Oh ! may the Gods give him a blessing ! 
Appear'd in time, with crowded sail 

And gave to Frog-eaters a dressing* 
Then &ere> a health to General Gale 

And to MoMONiA*s t^riends another ; 
Oh ! may their Union never fail 

Invading Foes to blast and smother ! 

THE POET'S PETITION, 
Great God! this one petition graot, 
For you know best what Poel&.wapt ; 
Ask'd or unatk'd, what's good supply. 
What's evil, to our pray'r deny ! ! 

R 
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COMMON FAME, PUT TO SHAME; 

OR TRUTtf'» RBPL¥ TO TITTLE TATTLE. 

Forbear, thoa common liar I common fame. 
With envious breath, to blast T*4^*A's name; 
To mar her merits, you now undertake. 
And give her up to scandal ekud to * * * 
For know, vile babbler !. spite of all thy pains. 
Unsullied still the lovely fair remains. 

AN AI>VICE IN ADVERSITY. 

The bearing bravely the worst state. 
Shews we deserve a better £ate; 

But if the wind veer» fair about,. 
Why then suspect the flatt'ring gale, 
When it seems merriest, reef your sail 

And for the rocks look sharply out ! ! 

THE HAPLESS LOVERS. 

Night fled, and bright Sol cheer'd the hills with his fay, 

Crystal dew-drops bespangled the scene ; 
Releas'd from the flood the flocks hail'd the new day, 

And wantonly frisk'd on the green. 
When Lissy, sad Lissy ! approach'd the gay plain ,^ 

Pale grief had eolips'd her bright eyes,. 
Her soft snowy bosom was writhing, in pain 

And the breeze was encreas'd by her sighs !« 
The wood-lark in vain, hall'd her Queen of the grove. 

Unheeded the lambkins play'd round ; 
Beneath a green oak that was sacred to love. 

She seated herself on the ground. 
** Here my love fi-rst reveaPd his pure flame 

Here my innocent heart I resigned : 
On this tree's sacred bark he engrav'd my lov'd name 

Whilst a garland for him I entwln'd. 
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When honor, slern honor ! oalPd Reuben afar, 

To join his brave comrades he flew : 
Said he, when we parted, '< I go to the war 

To return more deserving of you.'^ (bead. 

But three years, three long years, have rali'd o'ermy 

Whilst I daily have watchM his return ; 
With him ev'ry pleasure and joy of life's fled 

And left me^ wretched me^ here to mourn/' 
Thus pensive wail'd she, when from the brown shade, 

She ascended the sloping hills side ; 
From the summit old Ocean's expanse was display'd. 

Where a Sun-whiten'd sail, she espied. 
Her high-beating heart boded Reuben at hand. 

She descended the mountain apace; 
But Boreas blew chill, ere she reach'd the shoresand. 

And the Halcyon sea wrinkKd Hs face* 
The Sun disappear'd, sable donds gather'd round 

The surges began to roll high : (fo«ind. 

The cormorant screaoa'd and skimm'd o'er the pro- 
Red lightning convuls'd the blue sky, - 
Thunders shook the pale Maid ! — the shipdrewnigh land. 

Brave Reuben appear'd on the deck ^ 
When th' ill-fated vessel was dash'd on the strand, 

And sunk a calamitous wreck! 
The iir-starr'd young Hero roird on the salt flood, 

Each wave brought him nearer his Bride : ^ 

The surf hove him up on the rock where she stood. 

When she sunk on his bosom and died! 
The Heav'ns shed tears, howling winds sung a dirge» 

Angels wafted their spirits to bliss ; 
Their bodies borne off by the angry surge 

Were intomb'd in the dreadful abyss ! ! 
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JAIPflOMPTU 

To Mr. O'Kblly, ai his Printing*Ofice. 

With Dative humour, genuine wft AlM>up4ing, 
O'Kelly^s lays barmoQiously respunfling^ 
He sings Killarney's beauties — Antrim's wofiders, 
Tho' Connaugbt eradled bim^ be never. |i>lunders, 
And tho' be. baits biniself, bis/4?^/ ue'er £alter. 
May all bis foes get lybat they ougbt— a, baiter ! 

1830. S. C. 



ON CHRISTJMAS^DAT. 

O blessed season ! lov'dfby saints and sinners, 
For long devotion — or :for loAg^r dinners : 
More gratefnl.still to those who, deal in books. 
Now, not with readers, bnt with pastry-Qpoks, 
Learn'd. works. despU'd by those to. ^aerit blind. 
By these well weigjii'd their ^e^^tain value find ; 
Blest lot of paper ! <£alsely call'd , now w^sie, 
To bear those cat^s.whieb;r,oets seldom .t^ste! 




QUI VUI^T CAPEJRE, CAPIAT. 

Tippler has got a graceless Brotber-in-law, 
Whose character is tinged with many a flaw, 
And even bis word scarce worth a single straw 
He might well pay the Poet, by retrenching - 
His superfluities in wine and wenching! 
His Ancestors were men of sterling merit, 
Renown'd for learning, judgment, wit, and spirit : 
Such men as these left something on record. 
But he'll leave nothing better than my Lord! ! / 
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JOURNEY TO KILMURRY. 



IN FOUR CANTOS. 



0*K«]ly*g JTotijmey to Klliminy, 
No doubt the Qaid wm in a hurry ; 
To see bis Friends and faY'rites there. 
And take a moathAil of the air. 



Sir Hiidibras his passing Worth, 
The Manner how be siulyM forth ; 
His Aro^ and Equipage aro i^wn : 
His Horse's Virtues, and his own. 

HUDIBIUS. 



CANTO L 

[is Journey through th^e City, with the remarks of the Popid«ce ob him-- His 
fiulogium on ih|it nursery of Heroes, Garryowen. 



CANTO II. 



His falling if wiih a Gentlemaa of the Literati /ron Cork, a variety of Incidents 
by the wfiy, hist«»iy of a Cork Poet, (ate of bis Woilu, ifcc dx. <fec. ^.-> 
and f a^tlpg. 



CANTO III. 

The Author contiAves bis ^ourn^y Ihirpugh Cfihir(U>Ql|rfi to KiUmurry Chapol^ 
Incidents whicb tooHi: j;^ce ihi^, 1^ Journey to the Wood-bou^,.BalIy* Adam, 
where tl)e Auti^pf dJii^e9--J)e9ic|ipMi9P o^ bis Che^r^His return to Limoriek by 
Castle CpQueU— Apd co^clxjiilfiis with bi^ Address to tho Shannon and wishas 
for the fijtiire proispeirity of this QH9»^;f9 UroiiSll ^ «U^ wished f«r coaple* 
tion of tlie lotapti Navigitioii. 

CANTO IV, 

The Author relates to a Friend lA,I4fferick, bis ai4f«nturef in CoHi, al the 
Races of Ratbkeale, and his De^iiption of Cornel LaJpo's Villa— Hit Ob* 
serration on the Assembly— His Retort on an impertinent Witling— His 
Description of Adare— His Reception from di^erent (^entle^iep on the Way 
to Graige; his grateful thanks to that Family— His general Address to hte 
Readers, 



JOURNEY TO KILMURRY. 



CANTO 1. 



At length resoWdi and tare 'twin tiae, 
To steal myself from town and rbimoi 
From noise and bnstle to relirei 
And purer air I might respire. 
From praising fair and charming faces. 
With blooming cheelcs and winning graces } 
With belts dependent from my baclc, 
From Fish-lane mounted my grey Jack, 
An Ass in sise^yet swift of Toot. 
Whose grand sire came from Lilliputy 
I cross'd that Bridge of great renown. 
That leads me thro' the Irish-town 
Where Myriads fell in days of yore, 
All crown'd with glory in their gore. 
Now thro' the streets 1 scour'd lUong, 
Amidst a noisy numerous throng: 
I met O'Sullivan and O'Brien, 
Two fav'rites of the tuneful Nine, 
They wishM the Poet ev'ry luck, 
And many a Member for his Book. 
Each street I pass'd I view'd with care, 
Alas ! FitZ' Gerald was not there, 
A Youth in whom the graces blend. 
The Muses confident and friend ; 
At this I would ha?e sunk 'tis true. 
But my friend Irwin was in view. 
Irvoin who's vers'd in Mathematics, 
Projectiles, Tactics, Hydrostatics ; 
And quite above your low reductions. 
He soars upon the wings of Fluxions, 
Makes X and Y as well to chime, ' 
As Pftpe or Cotvley tun'd a rbime : 
For by the tie of country bound, 
IboDor all from Connaught ground. 
With spirits high as I did pass. 
In view of ev'iy Lad and Lass, 
Fair Stella cries « He's left the City, 
'< Who now shall sing Miss Jane or Kitty, 
« Or black ey'd Sue* all deck'd with grace 
'' Whose Cakes not sweeter than her Face 
Another grateful Virgin cries, 
** The Poet prais'd me to the skies, . . 
« And in Acrostics on my name, 
'< Did hand me down to lasting fame \^* 
Another group begins to stare. 
And swears that I converse with air. 
But when I pass, what is more sad, 
•<« They cry the man's distracted madl" ^ 



Another says» ** see ! see ! 0'K<>lly; 
" His dangling belts embrace his belly, 
** When e'er he walks they hang behiod, 
'* But now the body fast thay bind, 
** I never knew their use before, 
** Perhaps they are in Galway wore ; 
This curious Race I did not mind. 
But quickly left them far behind. 
My Horse I urg'd with Spur aud Whip, 
And thought by Kelly's door to slip, 
In vain just at his Brandy Sliop, 
My dappl'd Palfry made a stop. 
His feet were fasten'd to the ground. 
As if by some enchantment Imund ; 
So Fenii's sons renown'd for feats. 
Were bound by magic to their seats. 
Was ever Bard in such despair, 
I mutter'd something like a pray'r, 
I calPd for help, friend Kelfy came, 
<< This little Nag you could not blame, 
*^ Altho' yourself mij^ht have forgot, 
f He could not pass without a pot ;" 
Thus said, and straight he gave a potion. 
That set my Pegasus in motion. 
Thro' Garryowen next I post, 4 

Whose martial sons on Omoa's coast - 
Led by Dalrymple bravely seiz'd 
The Fort and Galleons while amaz'd 
The Spanish troops believ'dthey fought 
With Gods not Men who glory sought. 
Lions in war when they oppose 
The Galliq Phalanx in proud rows. 
On ev'ry shore on ev'ry sea. 
Her Sons undaunted gain the day, 
And Rodney, Howe, and EUiot own. 
Their laurels all to Garryowen ; 
But still of Royal bounty they. 
Do not partake one single ray, 
And this true warlike s^ would fail 
If not sustain 'd by ConneWs Ale, 
Connell their Patron and their Friend, 
Whose praises do the Welkins rend. 
His merit keeps their fire awake, 
For friendship and for Britain's sake. 
And war again to them restore, 
And bleed and conquer oo each shore. 



Now Mrs. Morris. 



lOT 

Now'opM a box of cnricru dyes, 

C AK TO f T ^^ object fit for Stella's ey§, 

vj£\i^ xvj n. RepM my care with Box and Snuff, 

And gave me bows and tbanki enough^. 
With locks perfum'd ihepinA of faibioD, This Box dU so exceed the ton, 

Because it pleases e?'ry passion, I thought he dealt with Bamngttm,^ 

Exempt from care's destructiye load Or that be did the prixe purloin^ 

(A sad companion on the road J From Duke of (^rence, Lord JhaUo^jte 

1 gallop'd on without delay. Or that he surely laid his paw 

Thro' crowds unnumber'd made my way. On the famM Princes of JDtostocr, 

Uere mounted on a raw-bone hack, For Burk the Jew'ller to me swore. 
In thread bare cloth that once was black, He never saw the like before, 

I met a miracle of nature. We ^orr'd we wfaippM to Balfyneet, 

A swarthy, shrirell'd sapless creature, Arriring soon at the smaH street. 
Whose furrowM cheeks and language low. Being high tine we both agreed. 

Proclaimed him from the world below. For Man and Hone ta take a feed. 

My little horse now cock'd his ears. The Bock, and Hotel clean was near, 

Amaz'd we both felt equal fears. An Inn for beefsteaks fam'd and Beer 

And wildly starting at the ghost. Whose kitchen snug a rich fmne rolls. 

Like Coursers prancing at the post ; From griskins hissing on the coals. 

Nor lagg'd the gristly sprite behind, A cheerful house and bhudng fire 

But drove hb Jack-ass like the wind. Are always objects of desire : 

Thro' Garryowen we drove so fast My friend whose belly as distended 

As if we drove to drive our last. The Cook maid's pretty face commended^ 

Like Jockies pushing for a prize No doubt, he cries, '< a slice of beef 

MThile puddle paints our eager eyes, " For trav'llers is the best relief. 

From Hags what execrations dire ! '' And with your leave I wont be rode. 

Whose curs were trampled in the mire ! " I think good Ma'am an Oyster stew'd. 

And as I puss'd the turapike-gate, '* A precious morsel in September,. 

Poor Lazarillo broke his pate, ** Ostreo Calleo, you remember ;'' 

The Turnpike Cerberus then said, ** O sir, cried I, and seem'd to start, 
** Stop ! stop I good Sir your friend is dead.'' " You've got the Authors all by heart, 

I measur'd back some steps and found '' If Heav'n e'er stamped a human face,. 

This Genius bleeding on the ground, '* With mark of sin, or sense or grace. 

And found him neither Ghost, nor BIf, " Your eyes in dreary pits immers'd. 

But a poor mortal like myself. ** Your chin a sugar loaf revers'd. 

Up from a transient swoon he sprung, " And sharp long nose just like a spit. 

His face besmear 'd with liquid dung, **^ Shew you're a prodigy of wit." 

And with sad loolcs the spot surveyM, Here the Corkadian replied. 

On which his Skeleton was laid. That Horace was his only guide. 

Thrice coughing pump'd his hollow breast. He gave roe still to understand. 

And thrice his speckl'd shoulders blest ; By well-tim'd motions of his hand, 

Full many a doubtful care I read, A shrewd and self-approving grin, 

He thus began and shook his head. How rich he thought himself within. 

" I know not by the Gods I swear I Nowwhenhis paunch with steak wasfiU'd, . 

« What shall I think of this affair A quart of porter down he swill'd, 

« Altbo' I never spar'd the whip. He made his goat-like eye-balls dance, 

" My horse was never known to slip With foaming draughts of gen'roiu Nantz^ 

« But ah I how can I now excuse him. The strongest nostrum we can find, 

« Me Hercule Caput jam contusum, T' extract the sul>stance of the mind, 

« A Caput, Sir, I boldly say. With logic he began to clatter, 

« Not made of wood or common clay. Time, spirit, motion, form and matter, 

« For Cork tlutt glories in my birth, Heav'n, Hell and Earth, Jehovah'a pow'r, 

« (The finest sea-port known on Earth) Sodom ingulph'd in half an hour, 

'( Can trace my Pedigree to Strongbow, Deucalion's flood, the golden fieece, 

« Eheu ! qwdprod€»i poniice longo f " The Trojan^s kill'd by pow'rs from Greece, , 

With that the prkie of Pembroke's race. Of burning Minn, bhizing stars. 

Began to cleanse his sable face. Of J^ussian Pirates, Turkish wars, . 

• The noted Pickpocket 
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Je^, ploUhig JmbKi, Popei, Ptetenden, '* ButicarceiinbarrMlbe guteft.of ipeecb 
l^ek Praitrs, HeieroeUiBts Oemden, « With ThompMn, Addiioo and Creech, 
Amaa'd, I dropp'd ny knife and fork, . " When rWdg, with to tadrrld-foar. 
And thw addrea'd the Men of Cork : ** The wenton whelps my papen tore* 
O bom to honor, deathlen fawe ! « Of Canniftab that fear no rod, 

Say, ihiUl I dare to craTe your Name ? *< From Magistrate Or PrlB0tf,4M 6<id, 
^ My name if Cto^'batwhere'tyotrCflniA? ** Eneloa'd with shouts and hlsMvdtaw 
'* I left it with my eon at home, « One haK was destki'd for tke life, 

« Per my Cork Hero beuis the sWay, <« At this infernal yeU^ dlsiMiyll^ 
•< From rising Sun to setthig Day, ** Poor Cot invokM Apollo's aM, 

^ A boy more soUd, more profound, ** And fervent prayM the God w^ouM Aatmi 

« Than e? er stood on Irish ground, *' His far'rite darUn^ in ■ oloFUd. 

** His lips by Jove'e immortal Daijj^teAi He scaree bad finisii'd his beraigtttf, 
** Were dipp'd in Uelteooian waters. When like bis tongue the kMeck«# tmsg ', 
<* Minerva watekM bis early slMfbeis, The dresser shook from sidd to tMe^ 
** And PhoebustaugbthlmHll his nuibbeis^ The kitcbed'door was open'd WMe : 
« He knows, not like your beg-bred ftssss, Like houndri tdtufntog fton the wo6d, 
«£achgoosberiybushthai'soBjPtemas*M,>' Shiv'riag with eoM, and iMrf idr food. 
What Prince cried I, is half so blest ? In rush'd at onoe a nMD*roiiii cf6#d 
•* Sir" answers Cox f •* you spiak to jest. Of vulgar farmers, wiM and knif^ 
<' Allho' kind nature gives bet aid. With bob^Uil wigs and fosy felti# 

« Yet fortune damm the rhyming tfade, With woolly short surtooto arid befits^ 
** For no Age e'er affisnled Bread, Huge whalebone stamps and l^fAenlasbtti, 

•^ Or fame to Bards, till they were dead. Old rusty spmta and spattetdasM } 
'* But when InterrM some did relent, AU going ib Newcustle rMO/ 
'* And crownM them with a Monument. To see gay NoMJnaB face to face^ 
*' For scripture proofs let me alone, Each huof^^pinch'd began to rtttki, 

** They ask'd for bread but got a stdne, It seem'd the prelude to a battle. 
** My son whose early brilliant blase, While one for rogers kmmdfy h9g§i 
*' Struck all IERN£ in amaxe, Another roars aloud for nigg9^ 

'< Wasted bis clear creative fires, The fire Was ravish'd from ou« ilgbC, 

" On Belles and Beaux, on Knights smd And ev'n the cook-maid put io fUght# 

Squires, Straight to the parlour we retired, 

" Raised many a graceless Maid to faiAe, Whose cbeerfvl aspect €ox admIrM : 
*' The blind, the crooked and the lame, For near the smiling grate he foniad 
** His blessings on each face did sprinkle, A board with cops and tea-pot orciwU'd. 
*^ His Pen from age removed each wrinkle. Here, o'er the ehhnney-plece, wefe fteMs 
** Andshew'dtoHuTCHiNBON A WarAen, A portrait of tb' iO-fated qpieen $ 
<< That be was not of Genius barren, Arg^s, with all kk watchful eyes, 
** For he has made bis members there, Vesuvius bU^slng to the skies y 
** As free from bribes as Dik of Clabi ! Winter in enftlhe ilchly dtest, 
" Yet what reward I — a neighbdur hinted, Gay SuMmer with a naked breast v 
^ That Cox*s verse would not be printed^ A Laplaild fox, an^Indlin boat, 
^ And gave the wink to all bis tribe. And SblMi-ap*'Morgaft on his goat. 
<* Who surely promis'd to subscribe* While these wftbw6nder I §uiteyM, 

*< Forthfrom the press the following week. Behold f a lovely blooming maid 
** Our band bills trimm'd with French and Approached (how like a basbfvl brkie,) 

Greek, Notwithastifl^ tkeatrto strtde, 

<* Came flying forth a num'roos swarm. Not With a sullen, scomfeil stare, 
«< Enough to stock 0* Mora's farm ! But a soft^ riiiU, obligingalr» 

^ 'Twas then, O then alas ! we found. Such was her mien, net shape riotd ftbe 
^ This thing call'd taste an eidpty sound, As might attract a poet'tf eyes, 
** And friendship nothing bnt a babble. Freckles ^those children of the tfUn, 
•( Our golden harvest tuni'd to stubble. By which poetic hearts are won> 
*< A neighb'ring Club-room famM for asses, Were sprinkled with siKprlsIng gThce, 
M Bets, bkMdy skulls, and broke* glasses, On her faii^ boAnn, m6k ind foee. 
** I boldly enter'd last DeceiMber, Her eyes, expressive of the soul 

^ And made a bow for ev'ry Member, That taught their ^wkijf Ofitt to roU, 



109 



Tlie coldest btoekbeiid'ooald ihtpire. 
For all her Hyt were tipt Irltb fire. 
She stood, aoid go'd at Cox awhile. 
Then opetriii§^ with a gracefal swile, 
Her lips of t pare earaatioh hue, 



While hloodj fists eaeh face deform, 
And the street trembles with the storm. 
Such was the nolle, shouts, thrniing cries 
W— es,thievesandrobbersreach'dtheskies« 
Poor Cox who slumbered in his chair. 



Like Tosebwls acttst with taonAag dew, Dtofik as a PMson or Lord Mayor, 
To Bwrile spDk)9 i^^l bhiA'd and bow'd, Now starting from a sleep profound 
'Twas all my fluitvFfaig heart alkNr'd. Like crodc-back'd Richard star'd around. 
* Pray, sir# M eried> fan not the Qocpsn Our door burit opfeli with a fling, 



Something nliveitid hi ber mien V 

* lodged/ says I, norntore expressed— 
My aoBwor luik'd wltbis my breast* 
The nymph^ not used to such rcftfies, 
On a bioad landseape fixed her«yes, 
And thus: < if Vir§^Ps r«al page 

* If woods and grates tour bedtt eiignge, 

< BehoM the oharms of ll^bt and shade ! 

< The flowery field and dusky ghide. 

< See how pale night serene and Mill 

< Sits bfooding o*er yon cloud-capt hill, 

< And spreading WMe be^ glootny test, 

* Invites the featht r'd tribes to reit, 

< Who, swarming perch up*ofn the trees 

* Nowj gently watlng, with the breeze. 

< See the proud fabtic, ciewn*d with spires 
' Whose front the rising moon admires ; 

< The stately firs, the tufts of yew. 



The lawns impearl'd with silver dew, 

< The tilent ruminating flock, 

* And water spouting frOm a rock, 

* See where the peaceful cottage stands ! 

< See the mount rtais'd by skilfiU hands ! 

* The bridge and artificial flood 
' Meandering thro' the gloomy wood. 

* Observe the grove and shady walk, (talk 

< Where Pope with Homer's ghost might 

* Where echoes wild salute your ear, 

* And turtles coo throughout the year.' 

* These blissful scenes, I tbM replied, 

< Are near to Paradise allied, 

< How sweetly should I pass my time, 

< And never fret for want of rnjrme, 

< Nor Demor's heaps with envy view, 

* Had I but such a seat — andfyeu.' 
Silent with anger or surprise. 



That made the trembling China ring. 

* O murder ! crickl tiie red-halr'd dame,' 
Her cheek, het chest, her eyes on flame. 

< Sure tis enough to make me nwd — 

< I gave the 8eotJiil>XEi.8 all 1 had — 

* Six pounds of ham, of eggs a scoi^, 

< A sir loin neter toutbM before, 

* Of purebhick^pudding twenty yards 

< Enough to fill ^ve bungty Bards, 

* Rum that could make a Lawyer if utter 

< And befeir and porter bread abd butter ; 

< For which I Charg^'dbUt one pound four— 

* I would not ask a farthing more — 

< Which trifle they refus'd to pay— 

< And mj poor man down at Mal-bay"— 
Says Cox, < let patience be your guide ;' 

< Patience be d— d 1' the dam6 replied, 

< What ! are you fit to preach so soon ? 

* 1 find you still the same poltroon : 

< With all your figures, songs and rhymes, 

< I saw you flogg'd a thousand timet.'-^ 

* Vile, base illomanner'd wtetch f'snysCox, 

< Full oft I comb'd your Father's locks, 

* And made his ribs, his month and nose, 
' Confess the fury of my blows. 
' But, tho' my tongue with gall o'erflown, 

< CouM, like my teeth, cat flesh and bone 

< With you, dear Pegg ! I shan't contend 

* Whose mother spar'd nor foe nor friend, 
<For bitches bark like those that breed 'em, 

< Tou know, tantundem dat ianUdem,^ 
Burning with shame and vengeful ire> 
(So looks Mount JBXnn. wrapt in fire. 
Or sultiy Sirius when it sheds. 



Its baneful plagneik on human head?.) 
The farious hostess snatch'd the knife. 
Her cheeks o'erspreed with Crimson dies, (Fit weapon for a butcher's wife,) 
Close by the grate she took ber stand. But as she rais'd heir dreadful hand, 
A tea-pot trembling in her hand. Whole force not Ajax could withstand. 

When like a long room (hrench'd with wine. To cleave the poor defenceleft bard. 
Or some lewd hole where porters dine, A chariot thundered in the yard. 
With Christ's blest name the kitchen rung Ry, fetch the bellows, rouse the fire f 
While hell-fire flam'd from et'ry tongue. She said, and fan to meet the squire. 
As when to Watson's awful bench. His Honor ehter'd with a frown 

Fierce catthpolesdrag some hapless wench Enough to knock a HerC'les down. 
The mob assembling in a trice And look'd at Cox, as who should say, 

(Those faithful friends of every vice) Poor rogue, Ood damn you f leave my way 
Tumultuous to the rescue fly. Then boldly strutted up to miss : 

Brickbats and dust obscure the sky. Come, Madam Slyboots ! will you kiss ? 
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The nymph vermilion'd in the face, 
Flew like a flash from bis embrace. 
He stamp'dy he roar'd« he rang the bell : 
Damnation ! Fury ! Death and Hell I — 
' A mutton <Uiop, z— ds, d^n your blood !' 
Thus Auster bellQwi through the wood $ 
Thus farmers rattle at a fair. 
When the fish stinks or beef is rare. 
A smoking dish appeared at length : 
The squire exerting all his strength, 
Craunch'd ev'ry bone (a dreadful sound) 
And grinn'd at all the people round. 
So famish'd wolves their rage betray. 
So dogs sit growling o*er their prey. 
Cox drown'd in terror and surprise. 
With trembling lips and haggard eyes. 
Thus softly whisper'd in my ear : 
' Observe that wicked mountaineer — 
' If e*er compassion mov'd your breast, 
' If e'er you served a friend distrest ; 
' If e'er you nurs'd one thought sublime, 
' Or felt the tickling charms of rhyme : 
' Oh I guard myb— n from foul disgrace — 

< I read the Vandal in his face.' 

He said, and leaning 'gainst the wall. 
Gave Jupiter a fervent cell ; 
While chatt'ring teeth and bristled hair, 
And icy sweat and ghastly stare 
Confess'd the throbbings of bis heart, 
Ev^n that obnoxious, secret part. 
That /elt the sportman's indignation. 
Sent forth a silent exhalation. 
Not altogether of a piece 
With Lavender or Ambergrise. 
Meantime his lordship flush'd with hock. 
The waiter summon 'd with a knock. 
That made a jug and talboy dance. 
And laid poor Panglos in a trance. 
You saucy lickplate ! can you tell 
Who's that fair freckled, black-eyed belle. 
So fraught with impudence and pride ? 
I guess the thing was never tried : 
The flutt'ring waiter answer'd : * z— ds ! 

< A lady worth five thousand pounds. 

' Her brother drank till clear day-light ; 

* A buck that ne'er refus'd to fight, 

< Like Macnamara tall and strong — 

* His sword, by G— d ! is three yards long.' 
The dread of Reynard's lawless race 
Assum'd at once a thoughtful face, 

And now accosted flutt'ring Jack : 
Who *s that old grasshopper in black ? 
Why, please your honor, he's a scholard 
Well known from Cork to Castlepollard. 

* And who's that other limping ass? 

< Oh ! please your honor, let him pass, 

< A man that makes the finest ballads, 

* On dinners, suppers, soups and sallads, 



* His fame is known fromHowthtoBlarney 
< Ev'n from the Causeway to Killaney.' 
The 'squire whose mouth and fork jve wide 
Advancing with a monstfons strides- 
Held a huge goblet to my nose : 
Your name 's O'K — y I suppose-^ 
By Braham's voice that cbarms the soul^ 
Your Doneraile deserves a bowl. 
I made some verses in my time. 
And still my heart deUghts in ibyme. 
Sir, you should write lume faT^ite piece 
On England, Portugal, or Greece ; 
Or make some nymph, or crystal stream. 
The subject of a morning dream $ 
Or paint the fox and bounding steed. 
And teach the panthig stag to bleed.' 
Zounds !— shall a Bard his boors mispend^ 
Come take a glass and give a friend. 
Give me no Shylock, like O'Donnell, 
Well, sir, I give you Dan O'Connell.' 
The pleasing health went round, and Cox 
Began to sleek his snaky locks. 
And frisk and caper round the sqnfare : 
Brlgbtstar,'he cried, whomLoriiiadmire! 
O born in fortune's sphere to shine ! 
Presidium decus of tlie Nine ! 
Attend tbe Moses* gentle call 
Like g^od McDonnell, of Newhall ; 
Teach wit, coageal'd by want to flow, 
A ndj as your taste your bounty show. 
Behold Tim Cox whose fame Is spread 
From Bantry Bay to Holyhead ; 
Not a rich drone, immers*d in slotb. 
Nor a wild buck of last year's growth ; 
(But one whose mien and garb express 
A genius struggling with distress ; 
One whose progenitors renown'd 
(Tfao' bred on coarse and marshy ground : 
In battle brav'd the frowns of fate. 
And help'd to save the Church and State, 
'Tis not a wildgoose sonneteer 
Whose cackling charms a Lordeen's ear 
But a true bard who asks your aid, 
A bard- full forty years in trade. 
Who Phoebus' altars richly crown'd. 
And married solid sense with sound* 
My works, tbe fairest eyes engage, 
A poem on the iron age : 
A curious treatise on coquettes, 
Bnclcs, bloodhounds, blasphemy and bets y 
A pastoral that smells of roses, 
A satire pointed at broad noses ; 
With cuts and comments decorated. 
And Cullx faithfully translated. 
Hold,' suys the squire, 'you prating dog I 
Is Pulex Latin for a frog ?' 
Why sure your honor must forget,* 
(Replied the Pedant in a fret,) 



Ill 

' But how can I with safety charge * What lackless thought for mischief born 

' A man, whose fortune is so large ! ! ! ' Brought me from Castletown this morn. 

* Whose loins are wrapt in lace and sattin> ' Where pleasure smiles on plenty's throne 
' With shameful ignorance of Latin ? ' And boUles bleed without a groan ? 

' A prating dog !-~no dog am I, < Alas ! if wretched Cox be slain^ 

' Nor Grasshopper, nor butterfly, * Shall his sad relics here remain, 

' Nor a Tile muckworm newly sprung * To rav'nous dogs and rooks a prey, 
'From that great source of grandeur, dung ; ' Far from his friends and kindred clay ? 

* Yet many a blockhead have 1 known, * Twice twenty years in Cork I spent, 

* With steeds and chariots like your own, < To Cork then let my bones be sent. 

* Descended from the great Jacobus, ' If Dan that arm of steel were here, 

* The son of Thomas de M'Lobus, ' Poor Thn would ha?e no cause to fear, 
' Who taught the seeds of ease and rest, * My books and chest, my colt and mare, 
' To spring from Terra's faithful breast. * I leave to young Pat Sh — -n* care. 

* Away with that ill-natured frown, * To you my snuffbox 1 resign, 
' The graceless armour of a clown, / < (Belinda's gift) a work divine, 

' I say, by Jove, no man of sense ' < O guard with rev'rence what I give, 

* Would give a gentle maid oilience ; ' And know that Cox is doom'd to live : 
' Nor would a man of taste abuse ' In spite of fortune's ruflling shocks, 

* An humble servant of the Muse : * And spleen with all her pointed rocks. 

* SedHulhUy shUtUi semper erit, ' On a smooth stream of tuneful rhymes, 

* If the cap fits you, you may wear it. ' My name shall glide to future times. 

* Tho' Cox to wealth has no pretensions, < See how the tbreat'ning tyrant stands ! 

* Yet he can take a fool's dimensions ; * Ye pow'rs ! protect me from her bands, 

* Give pride and insolence a cut, ' O'ejr all my breast cold horrors creep, 
' And lash a rogue from head to foot' ' My rigid nerves seem fast asleep ; 
The squire for reasons not unknown, * Yet fall I must— or live with glory — 
Chang'd both his colour and his tone : < Dulce est pro patria mori,* 

And thrice he stamp'd with fierce disdain, With that be wept, the foe drew near. 
And thrice he rais'd the clouded cane ; And fasten'd on our champion's ear. 
When rushing with a whirlwind sound, Who sung such notes as pain composes. 
Our drunken hostess shook the ground : Like pigs when farmers wring their noses. 
And bouncing, blazing, like a faggot. But now from Limerick came straightway 
Call'd Cox a moon-struck moping maggot. Where beauty sheds her brightest ray. 
Vile Jew ! she cried, sly treach'rous Some Goddess sent to Cox's aid. 
Base, batter'd remnant of arake, [snake, A man who ne'er his friend betray'd. 
Whose uncle for a rape was hung I The knocker rang, the valves withdrew. 

How durst you with that sland'rous Straight from her prey the tigress flew, 
Abuse my dam in dust grown old, [tongue, Richard O'Mara— foe to strife 
And call myself an arrant scold ? Whose heart and tongue are man and wife. 

Youpilf'ring insect, wing'd with patches. Cast a sly look about the room : 
Whom every cobweb ale-house catches, < How goes it, Tim ? dear Mr. Broom I 
Stand forUi yourself, and all your Nine, < What news from Sheepwalk? none at all 
Oppose your wither'd arm to mine. < 'Tis said that beef has got a fall. 
Be sure your utmost strength to try, Cox roar'd for vengeance— Dick sat down 
Poor Peg, by Gog, or you must die !' Assum'd a Judge's awful frown. 
Thus spoke the gentlest of the fair. And thus reproach'd the trembling dame : 

Then tied her shining length of hair. * Thou monster, void of sense or shame : 
Bar'd her broad chest (a pleasing sight,) * Fountain of gall, of beer and rum. 
And stood prepar'd for mortal fight. < Whose tongue still rattles like a drum 

The Munster Bard with fear oppress'd, * What mov'd thee, slut, to lift thy hand! 
To me these mournful words address'd : ' Against fair Clio's sacred band ? 

* My dear, congenial, faithful friend Sure Turks and Heathens must detest 
' Can I with Jove and Fate, contend ? The brute that wrong'd a stranger guest, 
< Can I this stubborn fury tame, A frugal wit, by fate design'd 

* Who many a nobler man o'ercame ? To glean what authors left behind ; 
' Vet fight (ungrateful task I) I must, A skilful bard that 's bound in duty, 

* Or beg my life, and lick the dust. To heal the wounds of youth and beauty, 

* A Classical young Gentleman in the City of Limerick, and a true lover of 
the Heliconian Choir« 
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To praise the good nen of CUre county See ! crtet one nwUc to the coit» 
Compos'd of courage, mirth and bounty; Wliat gold around O'Kelly'f vaaty 
To point and poliih Cgpid's darty Another whiiperf to the crowdf 

To cheer the drooping widow's heart ; That Bv^ nre alwaya mooatimii proud 
To wish unmarried b^les good luck. In vain my pen aJUerapts to tell^ 
And make a prince of every buck. Their tales would to an lUad twifU. 

Touch'd with her neighbour's keen rebuke. Mass o'er— the gen'rout Hourigmm, 



Poor Peg began to weep and puke 
At such a sight and «uch a scent. 
What hetart of oak would not nelent ? 
Lo! now superbly coif M and gown'd 
Our hostess curtsey'd to the ground, 
A red-hair'd maid both brisk and gay, 
Tfao' coarse and bordering on decay, 
Attended her — when now cries Cox, 



A« uso^l to collect bc^an, 

And first hito the hat did throw, 

Hii Jkog to osdiB the breast of wxm, 

The lUrerondO'/Ziarcfom tlken. 

Did thus accK^ the best of men : 

** Defii Sir, my words cannot express, 

*' How mncli you eaie each dins distseiii 

<' Where e'er you sit, where B'etjoa gp, 



«< Come mount my friend for lo 1 the fox." <' Ton still dispel eweh «ara aad W9e^ 
The reckoning pud— he mounts hallo, ** Each anxious care your oares JsegMilek 
And dashes on witl^ Tally-ho ; <* Tl^ orphans nod the widows jHoite, 

And here the man of Cork light hearted « When e'«r a charity^ b^i^n 



Gave me a hug, and so we parted. 

CANTO III. 

Nor neither was your Author slack, 
I whipp'd, f spun'd my little Jack, 
To that smalltown call'd Caherconlish, 
More fam'd for fighting than for fish, 
Where topers often bumpers drain, 



it 



To the disturbance of their brain, . ^ ^ g. 

Where gproves of bludgeons brandish 'd Bvt Master /ToZsMtswore I shouUatay 5 

I C— L._ tt «11 Jl JAL J 9. 



<< By the thrice grn'rous Haurigan, 

*' Would, that I had my foes of £Mt« 

Said he, and instant threw ate^tfer, 

On this-^-for Bards are ne^er behhid 

O'KeUy soon his tester join'd. 

Who sordid feelings ne'er could claim. 

Who pelf disdains, but pants for fasoe. 

The flock dispersM on ev'ry aide 

1 strutted forth with Bardic prides 

I got my steed to trot away, 1 



round 
Lny foes in thousands on the ground. 
All hardy souls, who dare oppose. 
Are sure to wipe a bloody nose. 
I waited here to take a glass, 
From thence I to Kilmurry mass 
Journied full straight, without delay. 
But met young Vulcan on tbe way ; 
A man of credit to the trader 
The Poet and his palfrey stay'd. 
He gave my jennet a good feed, 
To chapel next we did proceed. 
But Heverend Riorian not being there 
I had a little time to spare, 
I met n man of wond'rous fame, 
Tbe best and noblest of his name. 
To whom I told my great success, 
^our hundred members nothing less. 
Already grac'd my little book, 
Quoth hf " I wish you ev*ry luck," 
The Man of God appeared in view 
Away to pny'r we instant flew. 
And now the people all flock'd in, 
To cleanse and expiate their sin. 
Now cross'd and sprinkl'd ev'ry pate 
Some fell to pray and tMf^^ 1U> prate, 

O' Riordan now in robes anrsy'd „ «. «w-«. 

Old Sbeela cough'd while Sbevanoprny'd, And men I c&nH atpresent singj 

* Right Hon. Lord Kingsboroogh 



Says he <^ you'll iiine with i^s to 4aj. J 
I thank'd the good, thegen'roooyonth 
The fount of honour, worth, and tnih, 
But fifst I told hUn that I abooU, 
Visit the couple of the W^od, 
I took my leave, mnnwtfri enoe Mtie^ 
Told him I'd marM the hom: ef famr, 
O'er lakps andsloughs, {% dismal plaoe) 
I journied on with tan^ paee. 
Till in a verdant vale I stood. 
Once coirer'd with edreaiy wood. 
Whose lonily oaks from winds and rate, 
Preserv'd the neighboring Shepherd spwaiuf 
But Mr.. Hmmgan not there, 
I saw his spouse, his chihhren fair, 
Here then I waited for seme time. 
And told them my sueeeu at rhyme. 
What Peem I got on Gaiway shore^ 
With£«ifi«fer'sDukeand<iiousandsiii0ie< 

CANTO IT. 

In Cork great Men of hoaor titote, . 
And Ladks beautiful and ftiir. 
With pleasnre did confer their bounty. 
The best and noblest in the County ; ^ 
Shannon's good Lord and noble Kln^,* [ 
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Was ever Muse m> tir'd^ to fail 
To raise the song to Riveisdale,* 
The finest Widow can be known. 
From Bandon-bridge to brare Atblone. 
Theri) nunbers did my works admire, 

Miss G d and levely Mins Ma~- g^rc. 

Round whose fair face so sweet and young, 
Her sable hair in ringlets hung. 
Her glittering eyes diffusM afar. 
The lustre of the morning Star, 
Who couU such tempting powers shun> 
What rigid Monk could from her run, 
But quickly drop his book and ptay'r. 
And pour a fervent Ave there* 
Happy the Man, for whom her charms^ 
Oh ! happy ! happy ! in her arms. 
A would bo Critic-i-slippery Burke, 
Dealt out some strictures on my work, 
The Caitiff sure usurp'd that name, 
For Burke's an index of true fume- 
He sworo— poor dull unlettered Elf 
O'Kellyet verse was like himself. 
Which shews the genius of the Ape, 
To measure mental po#'rs by shape f 
But I will tell, Sir Fopllnff Fustian, 
A small Anecdote drawn from JusUn, 
Which tbo' the lowest book in School, 
Is much too high for this dull Fool : 
When the Messenians brav'd the field. 
And forc'd fierce Sparta's sona to yield> 
Delphic Apollo as relief. 
Bid them to get an Attic Chief j 
Proud Athens, Sllpp'ry, let me tell ye ! 
Sent them a Bard lame as O'Kelly ; 
TyrtflBus of Poetic strain, 
Marshall'd soon the Spartan train* 
They talce the field, resolvM to die 
Or conquer,-— but are forc'd to fly ; 
Again they come, in bright array, 
Messene still obtains the day. 
Here Sparta hung her drooping head. 
And wail'd her martial ardour fled, 
Deplor'd her fatal situation. 
And wished to make a supplication. 
Tyrtaus with his heav'nly fire, 
Attunes the bold persuasive Lyre, 
And sings in the divincst strain. 
The praUe of men in battle slain I 
Inspired by him, thus to the field. 
Rush on determined not to yield. 
His heav'nly strains, when they engage^ 
Awake and feed their martial rage. 
They drive the wooder stricken foe. 
And conqaeit waits on ev'ry blow. 



O'er hilLs and dales the strokes resound^ 
And Sparta comes with conquest crownM. 
But tho' Burke can't discern you see, 
'Twixt Sapphic strains and Lango Lee, 
Yet he's in other knowledge rich. 
Can let you blood, can cure the itcii } 
For knowledge in the clouds he tarried 
To know what Pigs a Sow had farriedi 
He'd better far to mind bis trade. 
Than publish verse already made^ 
There's not a town in southern clime,. 
That's not immortal in hb rhyme, 
But since I'm told that Burke is dead 
Light lie the Sod upon his head. 
Whose worlcs made those who read them 

sleep. 
For his great loss mankind should weep ! 
Whose works ne'er gain'd him praise or 

pelf. 
Nor understood e'en by himself. 

Th'O'Kelly'sf too of MaUow-lane, 
Deserve my thanks in deathless strain. 
For warm welcomes here were mine. 
The twenty one| which mark oor line : 
To be as generous as brave, 
O'Kelly got, O'Kellys gave. 
Their children's talents who can tell, 
in future days as Bards they'll swell. 
And mount the Car of deathless fame. 
And add fresh honours to our name. 

Princely Coldwellnext I sing, 
Sweet Coldwell of th' Hyperiaa spring. 
Who often sent his rhioUog Card, 
T' invite hU friend, feme's Baid : 
May Millfield be a happy spot. 
And never by the Bard forgot. 

O'KeUy next a tout dU take. 
To see the truly gen'rous Leake,i^ 
Whose well crown 'd hospitable board. 
The choicest fare did ther^atibid. 
His offipring dear and liberal bride,. 
In whom an Emperor mUht pride. 
Had thousand welcooMs tor the Bard,. 
And paid him every best r^ard^ 
His Gardens beautiful and fine. 
Afford a shade to rest or dine. 
Here variegated shrubs are fbond^. 
Not sweeter on Ieme*s ground. 
From thee what clouds of fragrance rise,. 
Thou fahrest Parterre 'neatb the skies,. 
Lo ! from the covert of a Yew, 
Diana here attracts oar view, 
Fahr Flora, Juno, and tlw rest. 
Are to the very Ufe ezprest. 



* Hon. Lady Rlversdale. 

f Two worthy Brothers of the O'Kelly's. 

t The O'Kellys receive visitois with 81 welcomes. 

§ Colonel Leake, oi Rathkeale Abbey. 
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BeHbld the muntling Iv>- climbs, '^^^^^ ^^^[^^ Wasled my intent, 

And all yon sacred wall entwines : And in the way a puppy sent : 

Here holy Altars once were laid, A Mushroom long Immfers^d in clay, 

Here pious Priests most fervent pray'd ; )^^o ^*^ ♦? ^^sit now the day : 

Blameless thro* Life's vile maze they trod ^"o* "<>" Corruption's filth and dung, 

Their guiding Star, their bleeding God . The world around doth know is sprung. 

Here golden Cores' temples rise. Whose gaudy clothes aud mighty mailers, 

In Corn-rlcks that meet the skies, H*^® ™«<*e »ome thousands go in tatters : 

While Jupiter, the Entertainer, ^^^^ ^^* red-hot from Oxford College, 

Smiling bestrides the bottle drainer ; }« fj"} » hum-drum void of knowledge. 

While brawny Bacchus,plac'da Butt on, 9J^«"y SP'^""^ ^^m Her'mon'b race. 

That would suffice a greedy glutton, Z^'^ ancetiry tte'er knew dUgrace ; 

Now cheer'd with hospitable fare, ^^^^ rul'd with honor far and wide, 

I walkM abVoad lo breathe the air— ^V/" 'J'^'^ «'<'»^« Corruption's tide. 

When lo ! a sound pervades my ears, ^^^ forfeited their lives, their all. 

Beyond the music of the spheres : ^^^ *>y **»elr King did nobly fall. 

I stopp'd, and Instant cried, methinks. And in the cause ench^lost himself. 

These notes are from Immortal Hynks : ^<f plutider'd alito hoard up pelf. 

Led by th» attractive sound I go ^^^ sunk beneath hard fortune's fate, 

Where many a Belle, and many a Beau, ^^or smuggled on to sink the state r 

With graceful ease did skim the ground, ?;'c°,«"«" ^^^ ""g'T Nine detest, 

In many a mazy well-tlmM round ; Blush! blush ! you suptnepasstve west; 

There Beauty's pride did seem to reign, He cries, most 8t"P»a o' *ll ««««» 

The Queen of each adjacent plain ; ^o^l;^Xo»o■po^o (fiii) OotAoaoiK* 

In highest splendor nobly shone. Come, construe for me, Bard O'Kelly, 

Each fit to grace a monarch's throne \ O silly trchin, let me tell ye 

And many a youth both tall and taper. Homer was known to all my lace. 

Exulting cut a lofty caper : Before your^s could transcribe a tease* 
To shew Miss Evans's graceful arts, Prom Ratbkeale next unto Adare, 

And shew the fair Miss Lloyd their parts, With eager speed I next repair : 

While i'ar surpassing all— Miss Henn, Here I call'd in to see Leurn'd Oleeson, 

Worthy of Jove, tlie King of Men, True Son of Glee, and a roost Free son, 

Mov'd Venus like among the Choir, lie paid me ev'ry due regard. 
And struck each soul with Love's pure fire, And like a Prince did treat the Bard, 

Such love as Angels did create. Himself a Bard of genuine merit, 

To Man in Man's primeval state. To forter Bards does own the spirit. 

Next to dear Hunt* I raise the song. And oh ! what grateful thanks are due. 
Whose lovely Bride still grac'd the throng. To his good Wife and Daughter too. 

Angelic fair one ! ;she appears Where shall I find so sweet a soul. 

Fresh dropp'd from yonder lucid spheres ! So good a Maid from pole to pole, 

Lo I here her heavenly form advanc'd. Beauties more fair than tinetur'd skin. 

She seemed a Goddess as she danced. Display their native charms within. 
And ev'ry step and all I see, To Quirk's good Inn I went to dine, 

Proclaim her a divinity. And drank of his good punch and wine, 

O may old Shannon often bear, How kind his Daughters \ how polite, 

On his fair back this Heav'nly fair. How in my Verse they took delight. 

Unto her mansion in that Isle, How sweetly mlx'd with heav'nly graees,, 
Where this fair Goddess ' known to smile, Merit shines conscious in their faces. 

Where like a second Venus she And dinner o'er thought it no sin. 

Doth seem to spring up from the sea. To call on great Sir Richard Quin. 

Or like a second Thetis brave, Sir Richard with a Monarch's grace. 

Doth smiling rule the ambient wave ; Gives life and vigour to the place* 

May she long rule o'er Shannon's shore, A place which life and vigour too 

And ev'ry age her race adore ! Would give to Infidel or Jew. 

But while 1 pass the group along, Here lordly Oaks, and Elms, and Yews, 

Catching materials for a song. The Bard in great amazement views. 
And viewing each transporting Lass, Such Oaks, such Elms;, he ne'er before 
That's wont to crown the bumper glass. Beheld in bloom on any shore. 

* John Hunt, Esq. Foyn's Island, 
t Now Mrs. Bolton Waller. 
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Here silver water murmuring falls, 
Here ivy creeps o*er sacred walls, 
Here (unefuf echo truly says, 
The dying notes of other days, 
When holy Fathers graced this spot, 
Which is not yet by them forgot. 
For sure entfaron'd beyond this sphere j 
They still protect the blest Adare, 
Next I arrived at Creep's of Graige, 



The Welcome. 

Welcome ! great Master of the Lyre, 
Whom all the Nine ob^y ; 



More noble Blood ne'er flow'd at Prague ; Thine is the true poetic fire. 



tiere Nature shew'd each scene anew, 
A Paradise appeared in view. 
Here ev'ry lovely sight is found. 
The verdant bills with Turrets crown 'd 
While oVrthe meadows wav'd the wood, 
Whose murmurs answer to the flood. 
That gurgling labour for a birth, 
Forcing their way thro* mother earth.. 
Here princely hospitable cheer. 
Rules lordly round the varied year, 



That never can decay. 

Thy song is like thy theme— 
With Mangerton now towers sublime, 
Now sinks into a softer clime. 

And with the floating stream. 

Lulls to some pleasing dream, 

Of Erin's olden time- 
Sweet as the mild Lewin's flow, 
The silvery numbers go ; 
When gently swelling to a higher ton«, 



And Oh ! ye fates, but spare good Green, Like thy own plesk, they murmur on, 

•»«• ill I A. _^ !».•_ t IXrkSt-* ^mm^^ I 



Meridian lustre of this scene 1 
His worth, bis labours, and bis soul. 
Will raise Greenmount from jpole to pole. 
Green is the man who shows regard 
And honors to the tuneful Bard. 

At eiglit arriv'd my well-fed Jack, 
I now to Limerick journied back. 
Thro' Bober down I made my way, 
Cahirconlish would me delay. 
The people there all wish me well. 
Ah ! better sure than tongue can tell ; 
1 thought to meet the good O'Bn'en,* 
The Prince and fav'rite of the Nine, 
As for the much lamented Bur kef 
His name already grac'd my Work. 
Lo ! here. my Palfry stript a shoe, 
To Vulcan's fiery cell 1 flew, 
Whose sons repair'd my nag with speed ; 
I paid — and soon regained my steed. 
What haste, what hurry was ( in 
From his dark, drear}', dusty din, 
What pUce, more hated by the Muse, 
A place of nonsense, noise and news. 
Soon met gooii Maunsell from the Square, 
Who merited the Bard's best prayer. 
Hence to Newcastle next I steer'd. 
The Lordly SHANNON soon appear'd. 
Shannon, the pride of this good Nation, 
Whose bosom courts a Navigation : 
Soon may your lucid waters roll, 
Each blessing found fiom po!e to pole, 
May fam'd Euphrates and the Nile, 
Soon visit thee with friendly smile, 
And bear their Eastern treasures here. 
To crown the blessings of each year : 
And praying thus, I jogg'd along, 
Till Fish-lane stopp'd my prayer and song ! 



Whilst ever and anon. 
Like fitful flashes of the sun. 
Upon the rippling stream. 
The beamings of thy wit are t brown 

With purer gleam 
Upon this mortal* streamlet of thy own. 
Purer—for what is matter's blaze, 
Compar'd to mind's creative rays ? 
Again the song is cbang'd— (na's groves, 
Thro' Mucrus' flow'ry plains, and Gloa- 
A ndDunloe'ssoothingshadesthePoetroves 
Where erst green Erin's brave and lovely 
Before his raptur'd eyes (rang'd 

The shadowy past doth rise, - 
And up against the stream of time 
To land in regions more sublime 

The Minstrel's vessel plies. 
'Tis changed again.— Behold 
That sheet of liquid gold, - 
Reflecting all that's bright around^ 
The flow'r, the sloping hill, the grove, 
And the bright face of Heaven above — 
Even like the Poet's soul. 
Deep, clear, and bright, 
In Heaven's own light. 
The silvery waters roll. 

But cease, my feeble muse, 
'Tis not for strains so weal( as tbipe 
To sing this Master of the Ni^e— 

Minstrel ! thy votary sues^ 
For pardon ; if the light divhfie» 
Which beams along thy ev^ry line, 

Hath lost a ray. 
As through my prism of rhyme they .pa«#y 
Thou art the sun, and I, as glass,^' " 
Reflect the day. 
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Cork, June 1825. 



O. L. 



Major O'Brien. 

Mr. Bourke, of Madeboy. 
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LITANY FOR DONERMLE. 



ALAS f bow dinml is nj tale, 
I lott my WBtch iq Doneraile. 
My Dublin watcb, my cbain ud wdtA, 
Piifer'd at once in Doneraile. 
May Fire and Brimstone nerer fall. 
To fall in sbow'rs on Doneraile. 
May all tbe leading fiends assail, 
Tbe tbiefing Town of Doneraile. 
As ligbt'ninfls flasb across tbe fale^ 
So down to Hell witb Doneraile. 
The fate of Fompey at Pbarsale, 
Be tbat tbe curse of Doneraile. 
May Beef« or Mutton^^ Lamb or Veal, 
Be nerer found in Doneraile, 
But Garlic Soup and seunry Cale, 
Be still tbe food for Doneraile. 
And forward as the creeping smMi^ 
Tb' industry be, of Doneraile. 
May HcaT'n a chosen curse entaU, 
On rigid, rotten Donetaile. 
May Sun and Moon for eter fail, 
To beam their lights on Doneraile. 
May cY'ry pestilential gale, 
Bbist that cors'd spot called Doneraile. 
May not a Cuckoo, Truah or Quail, 
Be ever heard in Doneraile. 
May Patriots, Kings, and com»onweal, 
Despise and harrass Doneraile. 
May ev'iy Post, Gazette and Malln 
Sad tidings bring of Doneraile. 
May loudest thunders ring a Peal, 
To blind and deafen Doneraile. 
May Tengeance fall at bead and tall, 
From North to South at DooeraUe. 
May profit light and tardy sale. 
Still damp tbe trade of Doneraile. 
May Fame resound a dismal tale. 
Whene'er she lights on Doneraile. 
May Egypt's plagues at once prevail. 
To thin the loiafes of Doneraile. 
May frost and snow, and sleet and bail* 
Benumb each joint in, Doneraile, [brail. 
May wolves and bloodhounds trace and 
The cursed crew of Doneraile. 



May Oicar with bis iery flail. 
To Atoms tbvesh all Doneraile. 
May every mischief fresh and stale. 
Abide henceforth in Doneraile. 
May all Snm Belfast to Kinsale^ 
Scofi^, curse, and damn you Doneraile. 
May neither Flow'r or Oatemneal, 
Be found or known in Doneraile. 
May want and woe eaob joy eartail, 
Tbat e'er was known in Doneraile. 
May no one Coflin want a nail, 
Tbat wraps a rogue In Doneraile. 
May all tbe thieves that rob and stral, 
The Gallows meet in Doneraile. 
May all tbe sons of Granuwale, 
Bliisb at ti>e thieves of Doneraile. 
May mischief big as Norway whale, 
O'erwbelm tbe knaves of Doneraile. 
May curses wholesale and retail. 
Pour witb full force on Doneraile. 
May ev'iy tna^^ wont to rail, 
A convict bring from Doneraile, 
May ev'iy churn and milking pail, 
Fall dry to staves in Doneraile. 
May cold and bui^ger still congeal, 
Tbe stagnant blood of Doneraile. 
May ev'ry hour new woes reveal, 
Tbat Hell reserves for Doneraile. 
May ev'ry chosen ill prevail. 
O'er all tbe Imps of Doneraile. 
May no one wbb or pray'r avail. 
To soothe tbe woes of Doneraile. 
May th' Inquisition straight impale^ 
The rapparees of Doneraile. 
May curse of Sodom now prevail. 
And sink to ashes Doneraile. 
May Cteon's Boat triumphant rail. 
Completely mann'd iiom Doneraile. 
Ob I may my Couplets never fall. 
To find n/m curse for Doneraile. 
And may grim Pluto's inner gaol. 
For ever gioan with Doneraile. 



THE PALINODE. 



CMost humbly Dedicated to Lady Dqmerailm). 



How Tustlj pleasing is m j tale^ 
I found my watch at Dpneraile. 
My DabUn watcb, my chain and seal. 
Were all restored at Doneralle. 
May fire /ind brlmstoue erer falli 
Tbhort or tojure Doneraile. 
May neither fiend or foe assail. 
The gen'rous town of Doneraile. 
May lightening never singe the vale. 
That leads to darling Doneraile. 
May Pompey's fate at old Pharsale/ 
Be still reversed at Doneraile. ' 

May beef and mutton, lamb and veal. 
Plenty create in jDtanendle. 
May garlic soup or scurvy cale> 
No palate spoil at Doneraile. 
May neither frog or creeping snail. 
Subtract the crops of Doneraile. 
May H^T^icsaclichosiBa bliss entail, 
On honest, Mendly Doneraile. 
May Sol or Luna never fttil. 
To shine and blaze at Doneraile. 
May ev'ry soft ambrosial gale. 
Waft ev'ry bliss to Doneraile. 
May ev'ry cuckoo, thrush and ^uail, 
A concert fqrm at Doneraile. 
May ev'ry Post, Gazette and Mall, 
Glad tidings bring to Donerafle. 
May no harsh thunder ring a peal, 
To incommode sweet Doneraile. 
May profit h!^ and speedy sale, 
Enlar|^ the tnkle of Doneraile. 
May ftime resound a pleading tale, 
Of ev'ry joy at Doneraile. 
May Egypt's plagues for ever foil. 
To hurt or injure Doneraile. 
May frost or snow, or sleet on hafl^ 
No mischief do at Doneraile. 
May Oscar witfa his fiery Qall, 
Thresh all the foes of Doneraile. 



May all from Belfast to Kinsale> 
Be half as good as DoneraUe. 
May choicest flour and oateomeal. 
Be stilt to spare at t)oneraile. 
May want qr woe nor joy curtail. 
That's always knoWn at Doneraile. 
No coffin that gripn death may nail. 
Can wrap a rogone at Doneraile. 
There are no thieves to rob or steal, 
Wfthin two leagues of Doneraile. 
Sure all the sons of Granuwal^ 
May well be proud of Doneraileu 
May no dire monster, shark or whale. 
Annoy or torture Doneraile. 
May no disaster e'er assail^ 
The bliss and peace of Doneraile. 
May ev'ry transport wont to sail, 
Encrease the wealth of Doneraile. 
May ev'^ry chum and milking pail, 
O'erflow witfa cream at Doneraile. 
May coM or hunger ne'er congeal. 
The precious blood of Doneraile. 
May ev'ry hour new joys reveal, 
To crown the bliss of Doneraile. 
May ev'ry sweet (hat ean regale. 
New odours waft to Doneraile. 
May no corroding ill prevail. 
To damp the joys of Doneraile. 
May ev'ry wish and pray'r avail. 
To crowu the peace of Doneraile. 
May the Inquintion ne'er impale. 
Or hurt a limb of Doneraile. 
May Sodom's curses ne'er prevail. 
To sink or tertwre Doneraile. 
May Ckaron *% boat lav •ver aail. 
Without a man from Doneraile. 
May gallows, gibbe^ stocks and gaol, 
Appear a wreck at Doneraile. 
And m^y its Laot never fait, 
To find new ^jr# at Honeralla. 



118 



THE SIMILE. 



** His quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 

<' Are tliey all mute and silent now ? 
" Will he no more call up the smiles 
Written on (be beautiful Beach of Lebinch, ** Like summer sunshine o'er my brow ? 
in the county of Clare. This romantic '* Come, sisters ! cull the sweetest flow'rs 
spot, so long admired by many, is the '< That in Parnassian breezfs wave, 
property of Andrew Stackpool, Esquire. ** And fling themherein fragrant show'rs— 



My life is like the Summer rose. 

That openi to the morDing sky : 
But e're the shades of evening close, 

Is scattered on the ground to die. 
But on the rote's humble bed, 
The sweetest dews of Night are shed ; 
As if she wept, such waste to see : 
But who— alas I sbuU weep for me ? 
My life is like the autumn leaf, 

That trembles in the nooii's pale ray ; 
Its hold is frail,— its date is brief, 

Restless,— and soon to puss away! 
Yet, ere that leaf shall fall and fade, 
The parent tree shall mourn its shade ! 
The winds bewail the leafless tree : 
But who shall then bewail for me ? 
My life is like the print which feet 

Have left on Lebinch desert strand } 
Soon as the rising-tide shall beat, 
The track shall vanish from the sand ; 
Yet, as if gprieving to efface, 
The vestige of the human race ! 
On that fond shore loud moans the sea ; 
Who but the Nine shall moan for me ? 

The above is a fair specimen of th) 
Poems of the celebrated P. 0'Kelly» 
Esq. who is at this time in Belfast.— We 
submit it to our readers' attention, in 
exemplification of bis taste and talent. 
(Belfast NewS'LeiterO 



" This is my Bard, O'Kelly's grave !" 
And Love will come, the urchin boy — 

With downcast brow and drooping wing, 
Feeling a melancholy joy 

Whilst o'er thy bier the sisters sing- 
Yes, Love, with whom you fondly play'd 

In many a winning roundelay. 
Will come to weep where thou art laid— 

Then turn in silent grief away. 
And ever when returning Spring 

Brings in the meriy mom of May, 
Unseen the muses' hands shall fling 

Sweet odours o'er thy mould'ring clay. 
The passing traveller will say. 

Whilst lingering in the rich perfume, 
** How fondly do the muses pay 

" Their tribute at O'Kelly's tomb!" 
Cork, May 21, 1825. 



IMPROMPTU, 



BT THE 



REV. HORACE TOWNSEND 
Of the County Cork. 

ON MR. O'KEXiLT, 

Cimung to Derry on a/ogffy morning. 



ANSWER, 

BT 

J. O'LEARY, ESQ. CORK. 
TO P. 0* KELLY, ESQ, 

ON READING HIS SIMILE BSaiNNING 

'* My life \s like the summer rose 
** That opens to the morning sky." 



Dark and cheerless rose the day, 
Not one glimpse of Solar ri^ j 
Shone to dissipate the gloom 
Brooding over ev'ry room : 
When behold a sudden light ! 
Flash'd upon the startled sight : 
In a moment all was bright, . 
As when day succeeds to night i I 
You'll not wonder, when I t(>ll ye, 
' 'Twas the flash of Bard O'Kellt ! ! 
Him bright gleams of splendour follow, 
Erin owns him her Apollo ! 
Halt he does, but 'tis no more. 
Than great Btron did before. 
Read his Verses and you'll find 
There's no limping in his mhid. 
But for praises wanting time, 



Yes, Bard divine ! when you are laid 

Within the narrow house of Death, 
MelI^mene, that mournful maid. 

Shall o'er thee pour her fondest breath j I refer you to his Rhyme 
And even Thalia s laughing eye For there his Muse enraptur'd strong, 

Shall shew the unaccustomed tear. Soars in the pomp of Epic Sono : 
Whilst asking, with a mournful sigh. So Reader, give j^our kind Subscription, 

« My own O'Kellt— sleeps he here? To grace the Cause way's fair Description. 
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IMPROMPTU 



TO 



P. O'KELLY, ESQ. 



Sick of the puling nurs'ry style, 

From mawkish Wordsworth too we fly, 
( Admoniithing the bard the while 

Tbat/o//jr's not simplicity J, 
The soul, delighted, turns and gorges 
Upon thy *' Hymeneal Orgies." 
For there, as in a glass, we see 

The coQotry's very form and stature. 
Since Swift, no bard has held, like thee, 

I looked from my window over the sea. The mirror up to Irish nature; 

As a horseman rode on ^o gallantly ; With every Muse thou 8eem^$t to traffic, 

With muffled Cloiik around him thrown, And thy bold draughts are truly g^pbic. 

And light velisse was the stranger known, Go on — let every light and shade 

HissnoW'Whitelocksstream'donthewind, 

And a young Page tripp'd on behind ; 



Many a whisper'd word and stare 
Met HE from village kllers there. 
The FO£T as on some errand sped ; 
Yet, metbought his keen glance said— 
** Gentle hearts of gentle kin," 
'' Take the wand'ring minstrel in." 
He came a favorite of the Nine, 
For Ireland's pride some wreaths to twine— 
O ! well could former Bards recount 
Those fabled ti^es of Ida's mount. 
And Simois stream^ upon whose banks 
Fought the fam'd Greeks, now deathless 
So Tou in th' old heroic measure [ranks, 
Can breathe to Classic ears a pleasure, 
Now seldom felt for few indite. 
The verse O'Kslly best can write, 
Killarney's Lake, the Giant's way. 
Are themes that well have wak'd the lay ; 
Nor ever try the modem Chime, 
But follow still the Epic Rhyme, 
Bard of the North (a distant tour. 
To greet us comes a troubadour ;) 
One of Apollo's Priestess' sends 
These lines while at'the board of friends ; 
O ! such should Minstrels ever find, 
Dastard the heart and cold the mind — 
That ere could iiyure, or could wrong 
The lowliest Cbild of glorious Song. 
Dingle. A. MAHONY. 



TO. P. O'KELLY, ESQ. 

On his " HYMENEAL ORGIES," and 
in return for the pleasure which the 
writer received from the perusal of his 
pure and priceless pastoral poetry. 



That softens, varies, gilds the Isle, 
Be, through thy fancy's medium, made 

Mure rich, more soft, more volatile ; 
Be witty, tender, gay, by turns. 
Our rural Bard—green Erin's Burns ! 

Cork, May 21, 1825. 

J. O'L. 

THE WREATH, 



O'Kelly ! from the maudlin train [ihyme 
Who rhyme, and madden whilst they 

Racking the fibres of their brain 
To weave the web of false sublime. 

From Southey, Coleridge, Hunt, we flee Cork, 
To nature, poetry, and thee ! ! ! 



Addressed to P. O'Kelly, Esq. 



Come twine a wreathe, 

Of flow'rs that breathe, 
Round the soft flowing Helicon ^ 

Bring Roses bright. 

As e'er the ligh^ 
Of summer's sunshine rested oo. 

Bring vl'lets blue, 

While yet the dew. 
Of morning glitters on each bell ; 

Bring shamrock green. 

To blend between. 
Bring ever blooming AsphodiL 

Go search where last. 

The Fairies past. 
Their jocund hour of midnight glee ; 

And cull each flow'r. 

That springs that hour. 
Amid their moon-lit rivalry. 

Bring woodbhie vein'd. 

No bee has drain 'd. 
Go take it to the Queen of Love ; 

And let her breathe 

Upon the wreath. 
Mix laurels and the cbaplets wove. 

Come twine it now, 

Aroand his brow. 
Who holds the throne of minstrelsy ; 

O'Kelly wear. 

This Garland fair. 
Green Erin's Bard, 'tis twin'd for thee. 



O'LEARY. 
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AN ODE ON THE CREATION, AN EXTEMPORE ADDRESS 

inscribed i^ ike Meet Rev. Dr. Lqffim, to thb nsftT RfeV. 

'• ^®i!?* ®IU"* ^^ ^^ **^^ *'"^' THE ARCHBEAOOWOF LfMKBf CK. 
Wkose Tenple Is the skies, 

Wbost Altareertb, — from ef'ry tongue To Gknbboub Maursbll, jost and good, 

Let adoration rise. Tbe Bard complains in doleful mood^ 

2. Ye Heav'nly Hosts ! my soul Inspire, Of Fortune, still ttie Muse's foe 

To praise iiis boly name, And source of all tbe ills we know. 

Join all ye Saints tbe ballow'd tbeme Tbat plague knankind, intail a curse, 

And celebrate bis fame. A nd straight way lead from bod to worse, 

3. Jehotar '8 fame, tbe God of might. Jilted by Siat false Dbjtt ; 

Who gave all nature birth : What in such woeful plight as he f 

Who flxM tbe asure curtain'd sky For Jaded Peqasos reSises, 
And formed tbe sea-girt earth. Henceforth, to amble for the muses, 

4. How great the skill, that makes tbe Whose hapless Totary therefore 

spheres. Must wield a crutch and ride no more ! ! ! 

Their variouscourses run ! — Of every pleasing hope beiefti 

How absolute tbe dread command. No remeciy, alas! is left, 

That will'd and it was done ! ! I If Maunsell will not smile upon 

6» All rude and destitute of form. And give tbe harassed hack a run : 

The barren desert lay, His well known bounty to complete. 

Till God decreed his awful will, And Pegasus re-animate. 

And usherM in tbe day ! Tb' indulgence of a week or two 

6. Resplendent In bis wond'nms sphere. With proper care, perhaps may do; 

The Glorious Sun arose ; For th' ambling Hack his pace to merid. 

The Moon and all the Starry train. And all the Nine to thank a friend : 

Their various orbs disclose ! I from my heart can never cancel 

7. Far o'er the visage of the deep, The goodness of Archdeacon Mavh sbIiL ! 

He shook bis awful rod ; 
Tbe waters fled, tbe seas retlr'd 
Obedient to their God I A HYMN TO THE DEITY, 

8. His breath created ev'ry fowl 

And all tbe reptile train ; luicriM to ike Ri, Rec. Dr. Bgftm, ^ 

Tbe beasts that haunt tbe desert wood 
And fish that skim the main t limerick* 

0. He bade tbe pregnant soil conceive 

And ev'ry plant take root \ Lord f how illustrioos Is thy name, 

Wbenlo ! appeared (stupendoosframe !) Whose pow'r both Heav^ And earth pro> 
The bkMSom and the fruit I ckiim ! 

10. But last of ftll his wond^os works. When I the Heavens— thy fabric see. 

And nobler than the whole, Tbe Moon and Stan disposM by thee ; 

He formM the dost and to that dust, O ! what is man ! or his frail race. 
He gave a Uviiig soul f [band, l*bat Thou sboaldst such a Shadow grace : 

11. FormM, framM, and fashtonM by bis Next to Thy Angels most renown'd. 

See ! wisdom hi his heart. With Majesty and Gkiry mwn'd ! 

To gnkto, to cherish, and direct. All that on dales and mountains feed. 
What nature's rules impart ! A 11 tbat tbe wood or desert breed, 

12. Oh ! great CnsAtoB, these thy works. Whatever tbro> airy region fliev, 

In anlversal songs. Or swim in deep or stormy seas \ 

Harmoniously prodahii the praise, Those all beneath his foot haA laitf, 

That to thy name belongs ! King ~ of Thy whole CreaUoo tanAb \ 

13. Join all ye sahits intfaronM on high, Lord ! bow iHustrious is Oy aanfl, 

The great, the God-like Tbeme ; Wbose pow'r both Heav'n add eiHh pro- 
O, eld me ! all ye Hosts of Heaven, cldm ! 

To laud the pow'r Supreme ! ! ! 



i 
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THE COTTAGE OF THE HILL. 



i 

4 Addretttd to Mns. Iawin, of Cottage^ 

near Longbrea, now the Lady of 

D'Abcy Mahok> Esq* 

« 

'» With rapture the Pamasiittn Choir^ 
.'• With melody attune the Lyre, 
\ Each breast with joy to fill \ 

- And eelebrate the happy t^U 
s Where^Care and Sorrow are forgot — 
5 . . • The Cottage of the HllL 
The leading Graces all unite 
X<i Ax ihe. empire of Delight, 

'Twixt Forest, Lawn and RIU } 
#Drfi4fUi '8 beauties are displayed, 
\FIiq|;i ftisteful Eye has once surveyed 
i : ' The Cottage of the Hill. 
Thli Paradise of ev'ry sweet, 
•By -Anne is renderM sweeter yet, 

* For she, with care and skill, 
Perfection's path at will can trace, 
V With genuine merit still to grace 
^ The Cottage of the Hill. 

Irwin, this cot's enlighten'd Host, 
At festive board, at reigning Toast, 



Lo! ActsD George bis fate may be the 

same, 
A bwrren George, devoid of sense and 

shame! 
'Tie not the George that leaned upon the 

Throne, 
But George, who seldom leans ppon his 

own: 
To ME, and to the worl4i he proves a 

Ninny, 
He gave his worthless name, but gave 

no Guinea ! ! ! 



i 

r 
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EPITAPH 

On a man named Time, who lived and 
died at Letterkenny. 

Time was before Time saw the Sun, 
Time was when Time his race begun ; 
Time ran the race all mortals must. 
Was beat by Time and laid in dust! 
Now Time within this pit is penn'd, 
For Time, In Time has had an end- 
Reader reflect, thou'rt but a breath, 
Ev*n Time, by Time was worn to Death ! 






Arrests the Poet's Quill } improve thy Time make no delay. 

Since those prime Virtues of his Klo, p^ Tim»i in Time, is laid in clay 
Reside without, and rest within. 

The Cottage of the Hill. 
A Sportsman true, as man of sense. 
Who neither gives or takes offence. 

And has Mankind's good will ; 
His actions tend to eternize, 
A Mene replete with all weprizoi 

The Cottage of the Hill. 
1*0 celebrate this happy pair. 
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ADVICE TO A LOVER. 

For many unsuccessful years, 

At Llssey's feet I lay, 
Bathing them often with my tears} 



: To celebrate this happy pair, | jigh'd— but durst not pray. 

'i The grateful Muse, with Heart sincere, -^^ pjostrate wretch, before the Shrine, 

X. Shall never cease until Qf ^^^ i^^y^ Salnt above. 

E'er thought his goodness more divlBe> 

Or paid more awful Love. 
Till the disdainful Nymph look'd down 

With coy insulting pride ; 
Receiv'd my passion with a frown, 

Or turned her head aside. 
Then Cupid whisper'd in my ear, 
« Use more prevailing charms ; 
You modest whining fool draw near 
And clasp her in your arms! 



rOrdain'd by institute Divine, 
.ViBelov'd and honor'd, They resign 
;*^ * The CotUge of the Hill. 
^ *!, 1810. 




PFAIRFACE'S COMPLAINT TO 
•V HER LOVER. 



, As Fairface to F— «g n did confess with Mge/klies, tempt the maid ! 

• f^r Husband's impotence and ask'd re- p,om Li,^y>s feet depart j 
;* dress. Her lips you eager must invade, 

lie Lover answer'd cornute him, my dear, ^^ ^^^^ ^^^ ^^ heajt \ 
llie " Moorish race" should horns for ^^^ ^^^ j J^q^,^ ^q ^h the slave, 

' ever wear ; ,. ^ „. « r i My better fortune tried ; 
, 'ta Vhich Fairface replied, with grateful ^^^ u^g^j in one moment gare^ 

ease, ^lu^^ ,lie for yean denied ! ! ! 

Ab!*lr,Ictii't,Ai«/y«mmayi/jfw/»tott*. ^""^ 
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THE RECOVERY. Reynard the Fox, ory^sopU Fables, 

Would be more welcome to their tables, 
PamM Galway's propitious restorer of '^*>** ^«"o-**"'»'^*;^«»''***on^e<*"™e for a 

health, crown, 

Who apanit not at want, and who bowi gjjf^j ^?"? wwrf* have oferron ilietown : 
not to wealth* Their brainless heads are lighter than 

Sclcntmc WristlbeI the Bard must re- « ,^5?*lw®® k\ k. *k *k i t . , 
vere^ See I Dublin shakes, beneath their whirl- 

For merit unbounded and friendship sin- *"« ''*»«*** ' * * 
cere I 

Unrivall'd you shine, and untainted by-..,,-. .„-_ rkuw/^w * ^» * 
pelf^ ' DELTA AND DEMON, or L. and L. - 

Your worth is acknowledged by all but— ^ .v u i^ * * i ou . ^ < < . 

yourself. On the banks of old Shannon*8 fair side, 

You us'd all* endeavours to comfort and t^rjj®"^,?*^*"^" "*P®"*I'^® ?*®"®K.' 
cheer me While the waters seem'd sadly ta glide. 

Nor wouU you let death or despair to ,,^?[~J;?^^'"i^«*«f"l •^?-, .^ 
come nmr me * ''Ob! what Shepherd was e'ersodistress^d ! 

'TIs needless to mention your skill or « " ^?y ^^ y°" »« hard-bearteJ prove! 
your bounty ^^ ''^^ ^'^ 7^^ behold me oppressed. 

For both are appiov'd by the town and ., '^^"^^^^^l^^ ^«^ "^ soft lovo!" : 
the county When dear Delia, your angelic frame, . 

May fame and may fortune for ever be- ,,," ^11 Jo^ely appeared in my sight, 

friend you I ''I acknowledged blindCupid'sstrong flame * 

And n»y Hygeia await and attend you I ■ " ^nd ownM aU his powerful might. 
This is my pray'r, and the public must * ^"iJ *^? ^ you with MJorn repay, 

know it ^^" proof of affection I give ; 

How Galway's bright Surgeon recover'd " ^2^ J?^'^!®? ^" all that I say- 
the Poet I What mortal more wretched can live I " 

" Ye earthly frail comforts adieu, 
g^B^i '' Since Delia her bosom has steel'd ; 

*' I in vain the bright charmer pursue, 
IMPROMPTU ,. " -^nd rest the grave only can yield. 

'* May the youth who her favour shall gain, 
On meeting the angelic Miss Mahon, , " ^nd bappfly reign in her soul ; 
at Albert, Daughter to Sin Rosa " Ne'er cause her a moment of pain, 
Mahon Bart. ^^^ ®^®' **®' actions coutrool !>' 

' ' ** Dear Shepherds, bow could I contrive ! 

1 '* Her favour nnd friendship to win } 
Fair Mahon ! when trethy beauties trace, " ^'^ stifl* my bees in the hive, 

How easily we find, " No doubt she will call that a sin. 

That nature when she form'd your face, ** X'll give her, hiv«, honey, andallf * 

She copied from yourmind. " Of that 1 could never make pelf, . 

2 ** She wants not a present so small. 
And lest your fiice wouM make you vain, " ^^t my Delia's aU honey herself." :. 

She wisely dkl provide. Then by chance lovely Delia was near, «.. 

Beauties in your miuestic mien, And heard all my mouroful tale ; f 

To truth and worth allied I And, desirous to banish my care, '^' 

3 Did for him her passk>n reveal. f 
Resolving that no vtee should spoil, '* My fond Demon, I was but in jest, y 

What nature weU designed, " When I feign 'd your true lovd to desplset;- . 

She made your kwely face a foil, '* Could wiUi you ever be bleit $ 

To your more imi^ mind i " NooWectsodeartomyeyes.» 

' ■ The glad Shepherd in transport of joy, ■ 

THE DENIAL* TheFAinoNEtoliisbdsora pieisM, 

She forgot that she ever was coy, 
Near number 0, FitcwUliam-Square, And claspM the swain toherfood breast. 

I met an agitating pair^ 1*'faen to Chapel Itie Zifympk heconvef 'd, 

'Twas placing Dfaniiofids in a pig's nose, Where Hymen's mild-knot wasfsittied. 
To send my Poetry to those ! Hen Bridegroom most tmppy was made ; . 

And she a delectable Bride ! ! ! 

« The Count and Countess of Mlll-Frize, on hereditary Title in this occidental 

and accidental family. 
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ON THE BIRTH, LIFE, AND Ami you, ye fair example fake 

From this affecting story ; 
DEATH OF CHRIST. Nor still persist tlie iieart to break 

Of Lovers who adorri ye. 

Inscribed to the Most Rev, Dr. Kelfy, \iWio, to your charms shall make pretense 

Tuam* ^^^ ^^^^ addresses teize yoUf 

Jf Tirtue, beanty, wit^ and 8eBse> 

1 In fain combine to please you. 
Anffols announce to man the joyful theme, ^®* Damon's fate your pity share, 

Whllegrateful man with raptured An- Who sought young Mira's heart to gain, 

gels joins, But Mira cruel, cruel Fair, 

Let uU Creation the God-man proclaim, - Returned his passion with disdain. 

Who came to bless us from a virgin's ^ ^ "* ^^^ ^^^ ^*^ *"®* ^^^ grace, 
loins. Sighs, more than words his flame dls- 

2 cover. 

Not uninspirM, the Bard his worth can tell, Whilst trickling down bis lovely face, 

Orsing, or celebrate his wond'rous birth ! '^^° ^*ff '^""'^ ^"^^P^ confess'd the lover I 
Who, tho' immortal born, thought fit to ''»;![«»'> his tears, in vain his sighs, 

dwell "or Mira frowning bids him leave her, 

With miserable mortals upon earth. ^^^' ''^^ °h^y ^^' Damon cries, 

3 And rather die than ever grieve her ! 

On earth a feeble infant for man's sake, ^% '^"^^t ^^^ •^o^'* *" ^»1J despair. 

Eternal pralseto him shallstill be given, ^^^^ ^ira trembled, wept, and blab- 
Who wisely thus ordain'd, that he might „, ^®.''^' ^ ^ . ^. , .. . . 
make ^^"^ ^i°><^s i^^ nourish'd it m air, 

Lost man become the Child of saving ^^J^ 1'!""?'** **' pl«ng'd it in-the scab- 
Heaven! \iwtiX\M 

4 LINBS 

Our Lord anointed was a willing slave, ^ « i »• ^ • * •* 

That he from bonds of sin might set us ^^ * PubUcan of the name of Death, 
free, now living in Belfast, 

And make us hope beyond the time-worn 

grave, O ! call not here ye sottish wights, 

( Thro' him alone, ) for bless'd Eternity ! For purl, nor ale, nor gin, 

5 For if you stop, who e'er alights, 
High, tho* enthron'd, the Seraphims above. By Death is taken in ! 

Whence cv'ry sacramental grace must Where having eat and drank your fill, 
flow : Should you ( O hapless case I ) 

He from his pure and providential love, Neglect to pay your Landlord's bill. 
Gave peace and charity to man below* Death stares you in the face ! 

With grief sincere, I pity those 

The LiviNO God (grand mystery) has died. Who've drawn themselves thisscrape lilt 
Proud reason cease thy vain unhallow'd Since from ^s dreadful gripe beav'n 
strife ; knows, 

Chivist is our model, and his law our Alas ! there's no escaping J 
guide, This one advice, my friends pursae. 

The Saviour died to give eternal life. While yet you've l^e and breath, 
/ Ne'er pl^ge your hest \ for if you do, 

THE SUICIDE. You'll surely-^drink to Death ! ! 

Addressed to the Ladies. THE GOLDEN BAGB. 

Scenes of mirth and joy, farewell ! He that will win the prise io Honor's 

Sadly let the muse complain ; race, 

Here her piteous story tell ; Must nearer to tbe goal still mend hit 

Render not her efforts vain. pacf • 

Ye who tender passions know, Hippomenes who rofiwith noble strife. 

Ye whose breath with fury burns ; To win his I#ady, or to lose bis life . 

Listen to the tale of woe ; What shifts sono ma will nftlw to gnt a 

Drop a tear at Damon's urn. wife : 
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Threw down a Golden apple in hetwmj. 

For all her baste the could not obooM but 
•tayj 

Renown said, run: the glittering prize 
cry'd bold ! 

Tbe roan migbt baTe been bang'd, but for 
hiigold; 

She saw, she stgh'd; her nimble feet re- 
fuse, 

Their wonted speed, and she took pains to 
lose. Dbtden. 

So when Hippomanes beheld the race, 
Where loss was death and conquest but 

face; 
He stood astontsh'd, at the fatal strife ; 
Wondering how love should dearer be tlian 

life: 
But when he saw the prize, no longer 

staid, 
But thro' these very dangers sought the 

maid. 
And won her too— as Jaiaaes* hath won 

mj Daughter, 
Who ran a zig-zag race!— and for bis 

Anvil bought her I 

THE HAPPY &i. I'E. 

In search of happiness in vain. 

How oft poor mortals rove. 
Attend, be taught, let reafK>n reign ! 

You'll find it flxM in love I 
Let each unruly thobght subside. 

That late oppressed thy mind ; 
Seelc one dear object; there confide. 

If happiness >ouM find. 
Unnumber'd ilb, (a ghastly train !) 

On dissipation wait, 
Unthintcing youth oft feels the pang. 

But feels it when too late : 
Dispel those false destructive fires. 

Their transient charms disperse, 
A slave no more to care desires. 

Observe the blest reverse. 
To bright Maria Heav'n ordain'd 

Tbe young Palemon'b share ; 
In him the Nympb despotic reign'd. 

As be within the fair. 
With bim,each joy, each care, she knows, 

And bears an equal part: 
From her dear breast sweet comfort flows. 

Flows truly from the heart. 
In mutual love, supremely blest. 

No anxious cares intrude ; 
For aught that could alarm their rest. 

By virtue is subdued* 
To Hymen then your tribute pay. 

Embrace their envied ftite, 
connubial love shall truth repay, 

And crown the happy state ! ! 

* Mr. James Arrowsmith. 



CUPID'S PLUMES. 

I 

As I cheerfully stray 'd by Lbbinche'8 side. 
With HiBB, the maid of my heart. 

In a tuft of green sedges we Cupid espied, 
Culling feathers to furnish a dart. 

S 

Undiscem'd by the urchin, we silent re- 
mained. 
His labours attentively view'd ! 
While tbe arch iitUe wag by his Godsbip 
explain'd 
The mystical work he pursued ! 

8 

'< So various in temper, tbe females are 
found, 
My art to a science I've brought: 
'Tis by practical knowledge I now fix tbe 
wound. 
To rule o'er tbe sex as I ought. 

4 

For the talkative miss, pert, loquacious 
and loud. 
From theparrot'sgreen wing 1 provide ; 
And the juy's gaudy plumage shall reach 
in the crow'd. 
The minx that is fashion'd by pride. 

5 

From the sorrowful warbler that sings in 
theg^ove, 
Sad Philomel plaintively sweet. 
Some feathers I've stolen for despondence 
in love. 
To soften their woes in retreat. 
• 6 

For tbe painted coquette most effectually 
vain, 
Tbe peacock fias granted supply ; 
And to those who atmidnight support fol- 
ly's train, 
Owl-wing'd my keen arrowsshall fly," 

T 

Then perceiv'd by bis Godship, he guz'd 
with surprize. 
And seeing us near to depart. 
Here's modesty's portion, exulting he 
cries, 
And lodg'd it in Hebe's young heart! 

S 

To my arms the chaste maiden then in- 
stantly flew, 
And bid me the anguish remove ; 
From her bosom with rapture the arrow 
I drew, 
Fledg'd with down from tbe breast of 
a dove. 
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STANZAS. 8. 

Tbe music of her voice and lyre, 
Od Miss Blake, Daughter to Sir John lu apathy would wake desire, 
Blake, of Menlo-CasUe, County Galway^ And does her toorth bespeuk: 
Bart. Then happy he who doth possess. 

So rich a hoard of loveliness, 
Ut vidif ut petit t ut me malua a^stulit 
Error. Vib, 



As Jane, th' Angelic Blake. 



1. 
Thou God of song tbe Bard illume. 
In purer strains of Greece a^d Rome, 

A higher flight to take ; 
These bright perfections to record. 
That centre in each deed and word 
0/ beauteous, blooming Blake. 
2. 
She is a Paradise of sweets. 
Whom fond desire with rapture greets, 

And fame will ne'er forsake. 
The. Venus that Apelles drew. 
Is rivalPd on a nearer view. 

By charming, lovely Blake. 
3. 
Sir Walter's Northern Nymph* divine. 
An Angel, SHE in every line. 

So great a fuss who make ; 
With rage and disappointment fllPd, 
Pre-eminence must clearly yield, 
• To fair, Hebenian Blake. 
4. 
With balmy lips and speaking eye. 
And peerless g^ace in full supply. 

That marble hearts would break ; 
She gives to Love a purer zest 
And shines a Nonpareil at least. 
So perfect, matchless Blake. 
6. 
Alas! said Flora, with a tear. 
No more my roses can appear. 
My Flow 'rets 1 forsake ; 
For, oh I their boasted red and white. 
Their softness, fragrance, all unite 
In rosy- tinctured Blake. 
6. 
The Sun one-half his rays supplies. 
From the bright lustre of her eyes, 

In his diurnal freak ; 
And as he joumies round the sphere. 
Can never see One half so fair. 
As our Conatian Blake. 
7. 
In judgment sound and reason clear, 
Unrivall'd and without compeer. 

Fair Queen of Corrib's Lake : 
For should the richest fancy form 
A beauty to admire and charm. 



CHOOSE FOR YOURSELF. 

Whatever philosophers may chatter ; 
Who know but little of the miaitter. 
The greatest comforts of our life. 
Are, a good horse — and a good wife: 
One for domestic consolation. 
And one for health and recreation. 
Be cautious then, but not tdo nice ; 
Nor listen to each fool's advice : 
Nor guided by tbe public voice. 
But by your reason, make your choice. 

My horse was old and broken-winded. 
Yet this myself I hardly minded ; 
But by my neighbours I was told* 
That when a horse grows stiff and old, 
If urg'd to speed — tis ten to one. 
He trips and throws bis rider down. 

I listen'd then to their advice. 
And bought a colt — (at no small price :) 
A stately steed, that on tbe road 
Would proudly prance beneath his load. 
But this Bucephalus, again. 
Pot my young family in pain ; 
Who cordially express'd their fears. 
That I, a man advancM in years. 
Regardless of my own dear neck. 
Should undertake a colt to break. 
You are too wise, dear sir, I know. 
To hazard thus your life for show ; 
Risk then no subject for remorse. 
But part with this unruly horse ! 

I next a pony would have bought. 
An useful scrub : but here 'twas thought, 
(Such is my son's and daughter's pride,) 
It was too mean for me to ride. 
Dear sir ! said they, it is not fit 
For you to mount this paltry tit : 
It were as well almost, alas ! 
To ride, like Balaanfi, on an ass. 

'Tis thus in choosing of a horse ; 
In choosing of a wife— 'tis worse. 
Handsome or homely ; }'oung or old : 
Chaste or unchaste ; a wit; a scold; 
Howe'er she proves, how vain she la- 
bours. 
To please her prying, busy neighbours. 
Then please yourself ; or else for life 
Give up that useful thing —a wife. 



Her type— is beauteous Blake. 

* Tbe Lady of the Lake, written by Sir Walter Scott. 
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SLEEP. EPITAPH ON A POET. 

(prise. 
Oh ! thou, the parent of all true del ight» Here lies a Poet, wbere's the great sur- 
Supremest comfort mortals feel below ; Since all men know, a Poet deals in lies. 
Whose pow'r oblivial puts to eager flight, His Patrons Icnow, they don't deser?e 1 
Life'sgreatesttormentSyPorertyAWoe. his praise: f 

O'er this weak frame thy soothing influence He knows he never meant it in his lays, T 
sandy K nows where he promises he never puys. j 

Appease thetumults of my troubledbreast. Verse stands for sack, his knowledge for 
And on my dewy eyelids quick distend the score, 

Thy golden, wings and usher me teiest. Both out, he's gone, where ^oets went 
Come, genile Sleep! that woos the- close before: . 

of day, And at departing, let the waiters know 

A nd pleasing dreams, whence lov'd ideas He'd pay bis reck'nmg, in the realms below, 
rise, 
That on thy footsteps e'er attending wait; THE DECLINE OF WIT. 

Ob, come ik cbase the gloom of care away, 

For torn from Limerick by resistless fate. Wit once was known a blithesome boy 
'Tis thou alone canst stop my tears and A rosy youth, right full of glee; 
. sighs I ! The cot or palace was his own, 

Where none so welcome was as he. 
THE LILY AND VIOLET, Behind hU back a budget fraught 

With many a trick and many a tale, 
PRESBNTED LATELY TO Ma8. L*****t, He lightly bore with jocund heart, 
A LADY OP DISTINGUISHED VIRTUE. And suug adown the flow'ry vale. 

The pleasaunce of his pearly cheeks, 
Hail, fairest flow'r that claims our praise, His glances shot on ev«ry side. 

Thou striking type of tender years; His skips and bounds, and frolic leaps,. 
Like thee the flower of life decays Bespoke a heart that care defied. 

Almost as soon as it appears.. 'M ong high-born dames and ladies fair. 

And Lords, and Earls, and barons bold. 
The vi'let sweet in morning bloom, More welcome he than April suns. 

Display 'd around its youthful pride ; His geer more precious far than gold. 

Scarce was thesober ev'ning come. Sometimes he called himself a Ba^ 

When touched, it wither'd, droop/d, and And then of strifeful combats sung ; 
died. Sometimes.a minstrel and his harp. 

With some old legend loudly rung. 
But there's a Flower that never fades. And then, anon, a I'^roubadour, 

More brilliant far than smiles of May; To love he tun'd his voice so sweet, 
'Tis not the growth of earthly meads. Till souls have melted at his song. 
It blossoms in eternal day. And Lords have died, at Ladies' feet. 

If he in playful mood were seen, 
'Tis Virtue fair, supernal love. Infants would in his bosom creep ; 

Fruitful in qualities leftn'd ; Or if some tragic tale he told. 

Fed with the dew of heav'n above. The roughest warrior there would weep. 

And planted in the human mind. And never was in clamour drown 'd. 

That voice so various in delight ; 
EPITAPH The lips were curs'd that gave him light. 

For all hearts yearned to dohim right. 



ON A TYRANNICAL LORDLING; 



PARTING AND MEETING. 



Here lies— thank Heav'n ! we see him 

dead. There's a tear— that falls when we part 

The Usurer's Jackall, whose each shred From a friend, whose loss we shall 

Made up, not like old Joseph's coat, mourn ; 

With what base villains have by rote. There's a tear— that flows from the half- 

But a sly, slandering, brainless elf, broken heart. 

Who thought of no man but himself. When we think he may never return. 

Who made the village all a gloom. Then all that in absence we dread. 

And leftbut bonds in freedom's room. Is past and forgotten in pain; (shed. 

Defied stern truth— and when he died. For sweet is the tear we at such moments 

At his lost gasp, caj^'d God— and lied ! ? When we meet the lo? 'd object again I 
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ON FAME. 

Famisi of all evils,, flies the swiftest 

course. 
And in its motion gathers greater force ; 
The softest whispers secretly conceaPd 
hi loudest clamors are by fame ^eveal'd : 
Along the earth her feet she swiftly bears 
Above the clouds her lofty forehead rears. 
The earth enrag'd at th' immortal ire, 
Produc'd (last titan birth) this monster dire. 
Swiftly ste walks, and yet more swiftly 

flies, 
A monster-vast, and of gigantic siaae : 
As many plumes as her vast members bear, 
So many wakeful eyes beneath appear. 
As many tongues, as many ears are found. 
Spreading a clamor, bearing every sound, 
'Twixt beav'n and earth by night she noi^ 

flies, (eyes : 

Nor slumber e'er does close her wakeful, 
On top of palaces by day she sits. 
Or onth^ top of lofty turrets lights, 
She mighty.cities.frigbts with groundless 

fears,. 
And truth and lies promiscuously declares. 

THE TEAR. 

1 On beds of snow the moon-beams slept,. 

And chilly was the midnight gloom. 
When by a damp grave Lwsy wept, 

Poor Maid! it'was her Lover'atomb! 

2. The warm tear gush'd— the wintry air 
Congeal'd it as it flowMaway; 

Till morn it lay an ice-drop there. 
At mom it giitter'd in the ray. 

3. An Angel wandering from hei sphere. 
Beheld this bright— this frozen gem : 

To dewieyM pity gave the tear 
And hung it on her diadem.~-lT68. 

ODE ON LEARNING. 

Fleeting joys of short-li«M pleasuie> 

Riches, honor, wealth or pow'r. 
All I wove for learning's treasure. 

Bounteous goddess ! yield thy store, 
Bless'd with thy sublime sensation. 

Round the world my fancy roves } 
Thought expands thro' ev'ry nation. 

Learns how ev'ry planet moves. 
Kings and mighty monarchs greet thee. 

With their patronage and pow'r ; 
All with eager steps to^meet thee, 

To enjoy a pleasing hour. 



THE EPITAPH. 

,When thegceat Admiral of the world sball$ 

call, ^ 
To heave o'er deck the good, the badr- 

and all I 
In Heav'ns high logbook may it then ap- . 

pear. 
That Billy King bad kept his reck'ning 

clear I 

AN EPITAPH 

Ob Mib Isaac Jacob Jolly, 
of LooaH-GLTNN. 

Hence let melancholy fly. 
Grief should not, near .Tolly lie. 
Jolly— whether wrong or right. 
Jelly- - -tho* no gainer by't> 
Jolly— ill or well-* — all one,. 
Jolly — ever and anon. 
Jolly — when oppressM with^cares. 
Jolly— even at hispray'rs. 
Jolly — o'er his beef and wine. 
Jolly — tho' he could not dine. 
Jolly — o'er his Patrick's pot. 
Jolly — when he had it not. 
Jolly— with a scolding wife. 
Jolly — praying for bis lHe«- . 
Jolly — here — io darkness deep. 
Jolly — taking his long sleep. 
Jolly — Readers more wont crave, 
Jolly^s — Jolly in the grave. 

LINES 

On hearing a rich, but narrow-minded 
man in Limerick called great. 

Not all of. wealth, not all of state. 
Can n^ake tb^e proud ^|^ndu^gus greaty 
When nature, who designed the whole, 
Ha$,forniM.tbee with a Utile wuU 

IMPROMPTU 

On seeing the beautiful Mrs. Blossbt, 
(now of Dublin.^ 

Oft has my GtUway^s wave-worn shore. 
The noon-tide rose, the brilliant oar. 

With, conq'ring eye display'd j 
Yet modest of superior sway. 
Our Roses gave this Pink the way. 

And dignity convey'd— 
Thus like the Solar beam still shine. 
Her Sex's pride Montgomery's line. 

May Fortune's ills ne'er cross itt — 



To enjoy a pleasing Hour. , , But future Bards at once conspire. 

Teach my soul, O ! beav'n-born Learning l.^^ ^^^j ^^ f^^^^ obedient Lyre, 
Knit, O knit ! my heart to thee, .^^ charming, iieav'nly Blobsbt. 



Give me wisdom— true discerning; 
Lasting joys that never flee ! 



Dublin, 1792. 
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THE AUTHOR'S ADDRESS TO HIS BOOK. 



TO thee 1 tho* 1 look'd up for fame, 
• My G«niiis I widely mistook ; 
For Critics will put me to shame 
By damning the Bard and his Book. 

Like Moles— Pve incessantly toil'di 

And fitter vocation forsook : 
But all my fond hopes were despoil'd 

When once I had publish M a Book. 

These Legions that ca?ll and sneer. 
The dictates of reifM>n won*t brook -y 

Since dullness divested of fear, 
Mispoints still the fescue to the Book. 

The Miser, cock-sure that a shilling, 
Would purctiase both fame and good 

To cavil is constantly willing, (luck : 
-Lest be should suberibe to the Book. 

The Cit at the head of a plum, 
And plodding at barter and truck ; 

Unknown and unheard will foredoom, 
The Printer, the Bard and the Book. 

The Squir^Hng and flimsy Lordeen, 
As hoarse and as harsb as a rook ; 

Are eager in venting their spleen. 
At what they are told is— a Book. — 

The) Doctor with Caxon Galenic 
And looks that would blister or puke : 

Exhibits the rage of a Cynic, 
To physic the Bard and his Book. 

The orthodox CMtd of the Chapei, 
A type of St. Paul, and St. Luke, 

from £den> for less than an apple, 
Would bftDbh the Bard and his Book. 



I The Lawyer and wise Legislator, 
To Chatham superior and Coke : 
Will punish the Bard as a Traitor, 
Who writes or exhibits a Book. 



The Soldier who reads without thinking, 
Envelop M in fire and smoke ; 

As oft as he's dreaming or drinking. 
Will damn both himself and the Book. 

The Farmer and sprucer Mechanic, 
At learning who make a dead poke j 

Must put the poor Bard in a panic. 
So freely they rail at his Book. 

The witling so vain of his parts. 
To vie both with Fielding and Brook ; 

Is eager to point all the darts. 
That malice can aim at the Book. 

The Pedant as sour as a Crab is. 
And sharp as a pike or a hook 9 

At Gender and Case such a dab is. 
He clinches the fate of the Book. 

Thus Dunces who have in all ages. 
Their taste and their talents mistook ', 

Run blindfold along all its pages, 
la hopes to bcdetnl the Book^ 

Besides that £he learned Retfiewerst 
With eyes of old Affus who look : 

May prove themselves final Un^dO'ers, 
By frowning at once on the Book. 

But judgment, irefin'd by good nature, 
. Small errors will freely overlook ; 
Gi'etit Anglesea graces each feature, 
And buoys the poor Burd and his Book'. 



THE SAME, TO THE SAME. 

Ah 1 luckless Child ! born in a wretched hour. 
Like Brats, their Parents are asham'd to own : 

How wilt thou struggle with the Critic's pow'r 1 
And unprotected meet the Despot*s frown. 

Behold, a Phalanx from oblivion's Court ; 

Priest, Poet, Fopling, Schoolmaster and Squire ^ 
To pay in earnest what I lent in sport; 

Aod what the learned and the good admire. 

Alas ! poor Child ! of Fancy's frolic hour, 
Where shall thy weakness for protection fly ? 

Haste I Ahise ! away ! to fair Killarney's Bow^ ; 
There seek repose, — and thereto hve or-- die, 

FINIS. 
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COPY OF LINES 



PRESENTED TO THE 

1 

I ■ 



MARQUIS OP ANGLESEA, 

By the hands of Lieutenant Colonel O'Grady, when he was 
graciously pleased to give permission to the Author to dedicate 
the present work to him. 



The Request. 

I 

Great Anglesea ! lerne's Friend, 

1 erne's Muse Petitions, 
With liQmble hope you'd deig:Q to mend 

The worst of all couditions. 

2 

The Bard presents his woeful case. 

By Fate's unequal carving. 
Expectant of some humble place, 

To keep the Muse from starving:. 

3 

His age# is great, his means are fled ! 

The world may disrespect him, 
Nor has he any hope for Bread, 

He's sure you'll not neglect him ! 

4 

His works would sell, thro' Erin's Isle, 

O'er that once happy Nation, 
Should you, my Lord ! but deign to smile, 

T' accept the Dedication ! 

5 

The troubled soul, when danger *s nigh. 

Doth seek some blest retreat, 
Then where should want or.weajkness fly. 

Save to the good and great ! 

* Seventy-seven. — 183h 
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Ryan, Rev. John P. P. 

Ryan, Mr. Thomas 

Reilly, J. esq 

Rainy, Rev. Patrick P. P. 

Rochford, Hon. H. 

Reedy, Rev. M. P. P. 

Ragbtegan, Rev. F. 

Russell, Rev. J. S. Clk. 

Rodaughan, Rev. B. 

Reynolds, Rev. John 

Ryan, Rev. M. B« 

Rumney, T. W. es(| 

Reirden, D. esq 

Rowly, Major 

Reilly, Rev. H. 

Russell, Rev. J. S. 

Ryan, Rev, M. B. 

Rumney, T. T. esq 

Ridge, J. H. esq 

Rochfort, John esq 

Sligo, The Most Noble the Marquis of 

Sligo, The Marchioness of 

Shannon, Pierce Esq. Limerick,' 

Shannon, Pat. Esq. Do. 

Sanders, John Esq. Killarney, 

Stokes, Oliver Esq. Traieo, 

Stokes, R. D. Esq. 

Stokes, G. D. Esq. 

Seely, John Esq. Ballymalts, 

Stack, Edward Esq. M. D- 

Sharply, M, Esq. 

Sleven, Rev. John 

Sandes, W. Esq* 

Smith, Mr. Joynt 

Smith, James Esq. 

Sadlier, Rev. Doclor T. C* D. 
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Smith arui G.tnible E<qi%. 

SmitJ], Hi'firy E.«q, 

Sullivan. D. Iv>q. 

Smyth, \V. M. Esq. 

Shuttieworlh, IVterEj^q. 

Sellers Mr. M. 

Sheely, Mr. Tbomas 

SheeU-, Mr. PhI 

Sealy, FTanclsesq 

Seuly, Mrs. 

Sealy, Miss 

Stewart, Jaoies f^q 

Sheridnn, Rev. P. 

Smith, Henry e^q. Limerick 

TulUmore, lit. Floii. Lurd 

Torrens, J udge 

Thompson, Rev. W. Dean of Coi^ 

Thompson, H. esq 

ThompsoA, John esq 

ToWn, G. W, esq Queeifs Bay* 

Tyoer, Ilev.R L. Dingle 

TeahJin, Rev. D- P, P. 

Tuuhll, Rev. James P^ P, 

Unthank, Mr. John 

Ventry, Rt. Hon. Lord, 

Ventry, Rt. Hon. Lady 

Vanderkiste, T. W^ esq 

Valentine, Mr. D. 

Waller, John esq 

Waller, Bolton, esq. 

Walter, Mrs. Bolton 

Watson, Mrs, H. Limerick 

Walsh, Rev. Rich. P. P. Tbomoml- ga1i 

Walsli, Michael esq. jun. 

Worrell, WiUiam esq 

Westrop, John esq Atlyfiia 

Westrop, Thomas esq 

Walsh, E<1fflund, esq 

Walsh, John esq 

Whistler, Thomas S* esq. M. D. Galwa 

WJbite, Henry esq 

Ward, Rev. Peter 

Wright, F. H. esq 

Wade, Thomas esq 

Wilton, W, K. esq 

Ward, Lt. CoL 

Waldron, Rev. LnurPDce P. P. 

Walsh, Colonel 

Walsb, Rev. M* P. P. 

Walsh, Rev, Nicholas P. P. 

White, Thonus esq London 

Yelverton, Mrs. Newcastle 
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I »U revel the Christmas with Patrick* Fitzpatrick, 

So fam'd lor sound Judgment, for Lore, and lor Law trick. 

An honest Attorney with gentle demeanour. 

He shines at bis Board as a kind entertainer. 

With him was the Poet transcendantly happy. 

His wine it was good and bis beef it was sappy- 

His merit unbounded, bis worth and his praise, 

Must bloom in my Couplets and live in my Lays, 

• My Friend for Hospitality is known. 

He makes the Bottles bleed i without a groaui ! ! ! 
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